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THAT BEAUTIFUL WRETCH. 
By WILLIAM BLACK, 
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CHAPTER I. 
SINGING SAL. 


N a certain golden 
afternoon in August, 
when the sea was as 
still and radiant as the 
vaulted blue overhead, 
and when the earth 
was lying so hushed 
and silent that you 
would have thought 
it was listening for 
the chirp of the small 
birds among the 
gorse, a young girl of 
about seventeen or so 
was walking over the 

= downs that undulate, 
wave on wave, from Newhaven all along the coast to 
Brighton. This young lady was tall for her age ; slim of 
form; andshe hada graceful carriage ; her face was fair, 
and markedly freckled ; her nose was piquant rather than 
classical ; her hair, which was of a ruddy gold hue, was 
rebellious, and strayed about her ears and neck in 
accidental wisps and rings; her greyish or grey-blue 
eyes were reseryed and thoughtful rather than shrewd 
and observant. No, she was not beautiful; but she had 
a face that attracted interest, and though her look was 
timid and retiring, nevertheless her eyes could, on 
occasion, light up with a sudden humour that was 
inclined to be sarcastic. So busy, indeed, was she 
generally on these solitary wanderings of hers, with her 


own thoughts and fancies, that sometimes she laughed ~ 


to herself—a low, quiet little laugh that none but 
herself could hear. 

This was Miss Anne Beresford, who was called by 
her sisters Nan. But it was an old friend of the family, 
and one of England’s most famous sailors, who, at a 
very early period of her career, had bestowed on her the 
sobriquet of the Beautiful Wretch; and that partly 
because she was a pretty and winning child, and partly 
because she was in the habit of saying surprisingly 
irreyerent things. Now, all children say irreverent 
things, simply because they read the highest mysteries 
by the light of their own small experiences; but Nan 
Beresford’s guesses at the supernatural were more than 
usually audacious. When, for example, she arrived at 
the conclusion that fairies were never seen in the day- 
time for the reason that God had had them all * fwied 
for his bweakfast,’”’ it was clear that she was bringing a 
quite independent mind to bear on the phenomena of 
the universe around her. And then, of course, all sorts 
of sayings that she never uttered or thought of were 
attributed to her. Whenever a story was particularly 
wicked, it was sure to be put down to Nan Beresford. 
The old Admiral, who had at the outset given her that 
nickname, spent a great deal of time that might have 
been profitably employed otherwise in deliberately 
inventing impieties, each of which was bruited about 


“The figure of a woman, whom she at once guessed 
to be Singing Sal.” 
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in certain circles as “‘ Nan’s last;”’ and if you happened 
to meet him anywhere between the United Service Club 
and Spring-gardens, completely self-absorbed, his face 
brimming oyer with laughter, you might be sure he 
was just putting on a finishing touch. Rather than 
abandon one of these self-invented stories of his, I 
think he would have parted with any half-dozen of his 
crosses and medals; but, indeed, this last would not 
have been difficult, for he had served in every part of 
the world where a ship would float, and honours and 
dignities had been showered upon him. 

Naturally, there came a time when these stories had 
to cease; but Nan Beresford preserved her independent 
way of looking at things, and she was clearly the cleyer 
one of the family.’ Moreover, with all her retiring 
ways, she was always quite capable of holding her own. 
Her elder sisters were handsome, and a good many 
young gentlemen, amongst others, came about the house; 
some of whom, thinking to be facetious, would occa- 
sionally begin to tease Miss Nan, she being the youngest 
admitted to lunch or afternoon tea. But this shy, 
freckled young person, whose eyes could laugh up so 
quickly, had a nimbleness of wit and dexterity of fence 
that usually left her antagonist exceedingly sorry. One 
can imagine a gay young swallow darting about in the 
evening, having quite satisfied himself as to food, and 
thinking only in his frolicsome way of chevying and 
frightening the innocent insect tribe. But what if, by 
dire mischance, he should dart at something and find he 
had seized—a wasp! Some of the merry young gentle- 
men were glad to leave the Beautiful Wretch alone. 

However, all these things must now be looked upon 
as bygones. Seventeen has come; its dignity and 
seriousness have followed upon the frolics of untutored 
youth; and the sweet charm of maidenhood has 
smoothed down such angularities as were formerly 
permissible. If Miss Anne Beresford shows her 
independence now, it is mostly in a sort of half- 
declared contempt of sentimentalities and _fiirt- 
ations—of which, to be sure, she sees a good deal 
around her. She likes to be 
alone; she reads much she 
has ideas; she worships Mr. 
Huxley; and she needs no 
other company than her own 
when she goes off on long 
explorations of curving shore 
or inland yale. On this par- 
ticular afternoon, for example, 
she was walking all the way to 
Brighton from Newhaven, 
having already walked to the 
latter place in the morning; 
and as her light and free step 
carried her over the close, 
warm, thyme-scented turf, she 
was smiling to herself—at some 
incident, no doubt, that her 
memory had recalled. 

Well, at this moment some 
one addressed her. 

“Young lady!” 

She had been vaguely aware 
that a woman was sitting there, 
by the side of some furze 
bushes; but she had kept her 
eyes away, being alittle afraid 
of tramps. On being chal- 
lenged, however, she turned and looked, 
and then she saw that this was no 
ordinary tramp, but an_ itinerant 
musician well-known along the south 
coast by the name of Singing Sal. She wasa 
good-looking, trimly-dressed, strapping wench 
of fiye-and-twenty, with a sun-tanned face, 
brilliant white teeth when she laughed, and 
big browneyes that were at once friendly 
and audacious in their scrutiny. She looked, ‘ 
indeed, more like a farmer’s daughter dressed for 
market-day ; but on one side of her, on the green- 
sward, lay a guitar ; and on the other, a little leather 
wallet that she had unstrapped. Apparently she had 
been having a nap on this warm afternoon, for she was 
smoothing down her black hair. ott 

“I beg your pardon, Miss,” she said, with very great 
respect, but with a sort of timidly friendly look in her 
eyes, ‘but I have often seen you as you was walking 
along the downs ; and many’s the time I have wished 
to have a word with you, if there was nobody by. Yes, 
and many ’s the time I have thought about you.” 

Nan Beresford hesitated for a second whether she 
should stay or not. But she knew this young woman 
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very well by sight; and her appearance and manner 
were alike extremely prepossessing. Nan had heard her 
sing, but never speak ; and she was surprised by the 
correct way in which she spoke; she had scarcely any- 
thing of the Sussex intonation. i 

“Yes,” said Singing Sal, looking up at the young 
lady, “many ’s the time that I have thought I should 
like to tell you what I’ve been thinking about you, as I 
saw you go by. I’ve often been thinking that if one 
could only see into it, the mind of a young lady 
like you—brought up like you in the middle of nothing 
but kindness and goodness—why, it must be the most 
beautiful thing in the world. Just like that out there— 
clear and silver-like.”’ 

She nodded in the direction of the sea—where the 
pale blue plain was touched here and there with silver 
and golden reflections. Nan was embarrassed; neyer- 
theless she remained. There was something winning 
about the fresh-coloured, frank-eyed lass. 

‘And I think I have seen a little bit into your 
mind, Miss,” said she, with a smile. ‘ Would you look 
at this—if I may make so bold?” ; 

There was a bit of red silk round her neck, and 
attached to it was a florin. She held up the perforated 
coin, and glanced at the face of the young girl. Nan 
Beresford blushed. 

** You remember, Miss ? 
singing in front 
of the Old Ship, 
though what I 
did that for I 
don’t know; I 
prefer my own 
friends and my 
own haunts. But 


That was the night as I was 
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“She had every stitch of canvas set, from her royals down to her lower studding sails.” 


do you know what I said to myself when I got to’my 
lodgings that night? I said, ‘What was the young 
lady thinking of when she gave you that florin? It 
wasn’t an accident; for she took it carefully out of her 
purse. And it wasn’t because she thought you was 
starving; for you don’t look like that. No, she gave it 
to you that you might think it enough for one night’s 
earnings, and go away home, and not be stared at any 
longer by a crowd of men. That was what the young 
lady was thinking in her mind; and if ever you spend 
that two shillings, Sal, you ’ll be a mean wretch.’ And 
many ’s the time I thought I would like to speak to ye, 
Miss, if only as it might be to ask your name.” 

This woman was frank even to boldness in her 
scrutiny ; and her manner was rough and ready; but 
there was a touch of something fine about her—some- 
thing true, downright, unmistakable—that somehow won 
people’s confidence. Nan Beresford drew nearer to her, 
though she remained standing. 

‘Is there anything—?” said Nan; and then she 
stopped. She was about to ask if there were any- 
thing she could do for this new acquaintance ; but she 
suddenly reflected that the young woman was smartly 
dressed and apparently well-to-do. Singing Sal quickly 
broke in on her embarrassment. 

“Yes,” she said, smiling, “you don’t like my 
making a show of myself—singing for coppers in the 
street. But isn’t there worse than that among the 
people you live among, Miss? Mind, I see life in 
the rough; I can’t always choose my company; and 
I have to take things as they come; but when I hear 
of very fine young ladies—mind, not poor girls driven 
by starvation, or forced to support a sick mother, or 
lacked out-of-doors by a drunken father—and these tine 
ladies going and selling themselves for so many 
thousands a year and a_ swell carriage—well, it 
sounds queer, I think. But I’m sure, Miss,” she said, 
regarding the girl, “ you won’t make a marriage for 
money. You don’t look like that.” 

Again Nan Beresford flushed hastily; and she said, 
with a touch of anger, “I prefer not to speak of such 
things. I am tired of listening to women who can talk of 
nothmg but sweethearts and marriage. Surely there 
are other matters of as much importance ”’ 

But then it oceurred to her that this was scarcely 
civil; so she turned to this pleasant-looking stranger, 
and said, with a grave courtesy, ‘I presume you are 
returning to Brighton ? ” 

** Yes, I'am2’ 

“To remain there?” 

Sal laughed in her quiet way. 

“Lord love you, my dear young lady, I never saw 
the town yet that could hold me for more than a couple 
o’ nights. I liveintheopen. This is what I like best— 
open sea, open sky, open downs. I do believe my fore- 
fathers were either gipsies or else they had had a good 
dose o’ the treadmill; for I’m neyer content but when 
I’m on the trudge—wet weather or fine, all’s the same 
to me—but four square walls I can’t endure.” 

“IT am afraid you must lead a very solitary life,” 
said Nan, with sincere compassion. 4 i 

Why, bless you, Miss, the world is full of things,” 
said the other, cheerfully, “and as you tramp along 
there ’s always something turning up for you to look at. 
Oh, I’ve plenty of friends, too, for the matter of that. 
I bring a bit of news to the farms; and sometimes toys 


for the coastguardsmen’s children—else the women 
would get jealous ; and I have an eye for the mackerel- 
shoals, for the fishermen ; and I know where the sailors 
are, 1f there’s any sport going on. Yes, I have a good 
many friends, Miss. I can tell you it would be a bad 
business for anyone who laid a finger on me, anywheres 
between Dover and Portsmouth; I think the word 
would be passed along pretty quick. Not that I can’t 
take care o’ myself,” added Sal, with a modest smile. 
“T’m not afraid to be out o’ nights, when I know where 
my bed is; and sometimes I can do without that. Why, 
that is the best of all the tramps—a clear, moonlight 
night along these downs; and you haye the whole 


world to yourself; everything and everybody asleep, 


except, maybe, a watchdog, up at one of the farms; 
and the ships out at sea—you can tell whether they ’re 
going up or down Channel by the red or the green light, 
and you think of the poor chap at the helm, and hope 
he’ll get soon home to his wife and children. ‘That is 
a real fine tramp, Miss; you want to sing almost, and 
yet it’s too beautiful to be broken by a sound. And 
then there ’s a fortnight in the Spring when the birds 
come over—oh! that’s wonderful! If you start about 
half-past two or a quarter to three, you get in amongst 
them; and the first thing you hear is the whistle, 
quick, and sharp, and yet far away, of the curlews. 
Then you begin to feel that they are passing overhead ; 
you can’t see anything; it is like a whisper filling all 
the air; the darkness is just full of wings—soft and 
soft; you’re afraid to put up your hand, in case you 
might hurt some poor creature at the end of its long 
voyage; and you listen and listen as you walk along, 
waiting for the grey daylight in the east, to show them 
where to pick up some food in the fields. Ah! Miss, 
if you only had the courage to rise as early as that ’—— 

*Oh, I will—I will!” said Nan, eagerly ; quite for- 
getting what her mother might have to say about 
this strange acquaintance. ‘“ But what has made 
you take to such a way of living? You are very well 
educated.” 

“You are kind to say so, Miss,” remarked Singing Sal, 
who was evidently greatly pleased. ‘“ But it’s little 
education I ever got, except from two or three books I have 
made companions of, like.’ I kept my father’s shop in 
Tunbridge until he married a second time ; then it grew 
too hot for me, rather ; and so I took to the road; and 
I’ve never regretted it. Human nature is what I like 
to look at; and if I may make so bold as to say it, I 


guess there’s more human nature among the poor folk - 


than among the rich. But I’ll tell you about that some 
other time,” she added, returning to her ordinary 
free-and-easy manner. ‘“Isee youwanttogo. You’ve 
looked at your watch twice.” 

“But you’re going to Brighton, also?” said Nan, 
somewhat timidly. 

“Not with you, Miss,” was the prompt reply. ‘ No, 
no. But perhaps, if it is not making too free, you will 
be so friendly as to tell me your name ?” 

“My name is Anne Beresford, and I live in Bruns- 
wick-terrace,’’ said Nan. 

* Thank ye kindly, Miss,” said Singing Sal, regarding 
the young lady with great friendliness and respect. 
“* May be I shall see you some other day on the downs, 
for I think you are as fond of them as Iam myself. 
Good-bye, Miss.” 

She rose, with some sense of natural courtesy. 


But she rather turned away, also; and she kept her 
hands behind her. So Nan bade her good-bye in return ; 
and continued on her way along the lonely cliffs. 

Some considerable time thereafter, when Nan Beres- 
ford was nearing Brighton, she turned and looked be- 
hind her ; and she could make out, on the summit of one 
of the rounded undulations towards Rottingdean, the 
figure of a woman, whom she at once guessed to be 
Singing Sal. That solitary figure was impressive 
there—high up on the edge of the slope ; the still shining 
sea far below her; and all around her and illumining 
her, as it were, the reddening glow flooding over from 
the westering sun. Nan—perhaps moved by some 
subtle compunction, perhaps only in token of friendly 
remembrance—took out her handkerchief and waved it 
twice; but there was no response. 


CHAPTER II. 
IN BRUNSWICK-TERRACE, 

That same afternoon all Brighton was astir with curiosity 
because of a large vessel that had slowly come in from the 
west before an almost imperceptible breeze. She came 
unusually, and, as some thought, dangerously, close in 
shore; and no doubt she looked eyen larger than she 
really was, for she had every stitch of canvas set, from 
her royals down to her lower studding sails, that stood 
out on each side like great bat’s wings; while all this 
mass of sail was dark in shadow against the western 
glow. As the spectators watched her, those among 
them who knew a little about nautical matters guessed 
that this must be a man-of-war from the rapidity with 
which she began to furl her sails—letting the golden 
light shine along between her spars; while they further 
concluded, from the fact that only a kedge was thrown 
out at her bows, that her stay in these shallow waters 
would be brief. 

Now we must sce how the advent of this stranger 
was regarded by the occupants of a certain drawing- 
room in Brunswick-terrace. ‘These were five—a mother, 
son, and three daughters ; and as they will all appear, 
more or less. in the following history, it may be as well 
to introduce them now and categorically to the reader. 

First of all came Lady Beresford herself—an elderly, 
sallow-faced, weak-looking woman, the widow of a 
General Officer who had got his K.C.B.-ship for long 
service in India. She hada nervous system that she 
worshipped as a sort of fetish ; and in turn the obligmg 
divinity relieved her from many of the cares and troubles 
of this wearyful world. For how could she submit to 
any discomfort or privation (the family were not very 
well off for their station in life); or how could she 
receive objectionable visitors, or investigate cases of 
harrowing distress, or remonstrate with careless livery- 
stable keepers, or call to account extortionate milliners 
when this precious nervous system had to be considered? 
Lady Beresford turned away from these things and 
ordered round her Bath-chair, and was taken out to the 
end of the Pier, that she might be soothed by the music 
and the sea air. 

The eldest daughter in this drawing-room (the eldest 
daughter of the family was married and in India) had 
not much nervousness about her. She was a handsome, 


“ Just like that out there, shining and clear.” 


HOLIDAY NUMBER OF THE ILLUSTRATED LONDON NEWS, 1881.—3 


tall, blonde girl of the clear-cut English type, cold and 
eyen proud in manner, strict in the performance of all 
her duties, and not very charitable in her criticism of 
others. She had a good figure; she dressed well ; clear 
health shone in her pale, fair face and bright, cold eyes. 
She was a daring horsewoman. Her brother called her 
** Nails,’ which was a final contraction for ‘ Old Hard- 
as-Nails.”’ 

The next sister, Edith, that same graceless youth 
was in the habit of calling ‘*The Sentimental.” She 
was the darkest of the family, and the most beautiful 
also, where eyery one was more or less good-looking. 
She had soft brown hair, dark biue-grey eyes of the 
tenderest expression, and a beseeching, innocent look. 
She was fond of music; played and sang very fairly 
herself; but she was most admirable as a listener. In 
a room filled with half-murmuring people, she alone 
remained mute and devoted; her chair drawn close to 
the piano ; her form motionless. It is true her brother 
boldly attributed Edith’s strict observance of this 
attitude to the fact that she knew she had a striking 
profile, and that in no other way could she be so well 
seen by the room, But then there are some people who 
will say anything. 

In point of family order Nan Beresford came next; 
but, as we have seen, she was at this moment away out 
on the downs, marching briskly, and much pleased with 
herself and the world generally. 

“The Baby” was the youngest of the sisters—a 
pretty child of fifteen; a trifle spoiled and bad-tempered, 
otherwise characterless enough. So now we may pass 
on to the personage who considered himself of chief 
consequence in the house—Mr. Thomas Beresford, the 
only son, who now stood at the window, thrumming on 
the panes, to the infinite annoyance of his mother. He 
was an exceedingly handsome boy of about eighteen, 
slightly built, tall, and dressed with an elaborate pre- 
cision. ‘The lad was clever enough, and good-natured 
enough, but he had been spoiled all his life long—first 
by his sisters, and then by the men who wanted to 
marry his sisters. He harried and worried the whole 
household indiscriminately, but he was especially hard 
upon Nan. He said Nan had a character that he wished 
to form. Girls wanted roughing. There was far too 
much flimsiness and fashionability about their social 
circle. In time, he trusted to be able to make some- 
thing out of Nan. 

Well, he was thrumming contemplatively on the 
window-panes, watching this big, dark ship come along 
from the west. 

“Thomas, I wish you would cease that distressing 
noise,” said his mother, with a plaintive sigh. 
He ceased his thrumming and took to whistling. 

“Tom,” said the musical sister, “I do wish you 
wouldn’t try to pick up new airs. You can’t do it. 
Why don’t you keep to ‘ Home, Sweet Home,’ or ‘In a 
Cottage near a Wood’ 

But, to give effect to this remonstrance, she had 
turned in her chair in which she was reading, and, in 
so doing, came in sight of the window, and the sea, and 
the new arrival there. 

* Oh!” she exclaimed, “ what a beautiful large 
yacht !” 

The youth at the window shrugged his shoulders. 

* Well, you are a fool,” he said, politely. 

* Thank you,” she replied. 

“Tl tell you what—it’s a man-o’-war brig,’ con- 
tinued he, with an air of importance. “And what’s 
more, I hope the fellow knows where he’s coming to. 
I don’t see them taking any soundings; and the notion 
of bringing a man-o’war in here”’ 
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Ile went and got an opera-glass, and returned to the 
window. He would make observations; perhaps, if 
need were, he might put off in a small boat and offer to 
assist in the navigation of the ship. 

* Young women,” he exclaimed, suddenly, “a light 
strikes me. That’s the Fly-by-night.” 

«You pretend you can make out the ship’s name at 
that distance,” said the eldest sister, with the slightest 
of smiles. 

“Not with the glass, but by the intuition of genius,” 


he retorted, coolly. ‘* What’s more, I can tell you 
the name of her commanding officer, Miss Nails. 
Which his initials are Francis Holford King.” 

‘““ King ?’’ said his mother, with but little interest. 
“Oh, yes; I remember.” 

“And he’s coming to pay you a visit; that’s 
what’s the matter,’ continued the youth, still with 
the glass raised. ‘ Nails, you ’d better hide that novel, 
and pretend you’ve been sewing. Beauty [this was 
an alternative name for the second sister], are you at 
the proper angle? Baby, smooth out your pinafore.”’ 

* Thomas, I insist on your treating your sisters with 
more respect !’’ his mother said, angrily. 

“Well, I should almost like to be that fellow,’ 
continued Thomas, with perfect good humour. “ Fancy: 
at five-and-twenty, commanding a ten-gun brig! He 
has brains, that chap; not like the others that come 
fooling around here. Why, old Stratherne told me all 
about him. They made him a Lieutenant when he 
was just of age.”’ 

* With your abilities, Tom,’’ said his eldest sister, 
“T suppose you’ll be commanding one of her Majesty’s 
ships, too, when you’re five-and-twenty.”’ 

Te was not at all crushed by the sarcasm. 

“My abilities,” he said, still looking through the 
glass, “are, I know, remarkable; but I think, on the 
whole, a rich widow will be more in my line of 
country.” 
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By this time all the girls had come to the window to 
watch the busy scene without—the small sailing-boats 
and rowing-boats passing and repassing under the bows 
and stern of the brig, their occupants staring at the 
guns in the open ports or listening to the fiddling on the 
forecastle, where the men were dancing. But the 
interest of the Beresfords was concentrated rather on 
the gig that waited below, at the foot of the accom- 
modation-ladder, with five blue-jackets in her. They 
siw an officer descend and step into the stern of the 
gig ; then she was shoved off, and simultaneously the oars 
struck*the water. In a very few minutes the bow of the 
boat was run up on the beach, the gangboard put out, 
and then the officer stepped ashore. 

“Oh, my; ain’t we resplendent !”” remarked the 
brother of the girls, apparently to himself. ‘But 
it will be mortally awkward, young Sir, if your ship 
should get aground, with the tide ebbing. Lawks-a- 
mussy! a court-martial. Even your first-class cer- 
tificates, and Sir George Stratherne, and all the Lords 
put together, couldn’t get you out of that. And, 
then, the ignominy of it! Question: What on Earth 
made you take the Fly-by-night in to Brighton? 
Answer: Please, Sir—ax yer pardon, Sir!—I only 
wanted to spoon one o’ them doosid pretty Beresford 
girls.” 

**'Thomas, leave the room!” 
violent rage. 

Thomas could not help it; he had to go. 
said as he passed her, 

“Take care, mother; you are involving yourself in 
something serious. Her Majesty’s brig Fly-by-Night 
will be aground in about two twinkles!”’ 

A few minutes later Lady Beresford was handed a 
card, inscribed * Lieutenant Francis Holford King, 
R.N.;” and shortly thereafter the owner of the card 
presented himself in the drawing-room. Now, there 
can be no doubt that: her Majesty’s uniform, especially 
when women-folk are the spectators, lends a certain 
dignity to the human figure; but, even in ordinary 
dress; this new-comer would have seemed to most a 
manly-looking, well-built young fellow, who had some 
decision in his face, and a yery straightforward way of 
looking at people. He was of middle height, slight, 
and square-shouldered ; his forehead square ; his hair 
black, likewise the short moustache twisted at the ends ; 
while his eyes were of that singularly dark and luminous 
blue that one never sees, oddly enough, except in the 
eyes of sailors. However, there was nothing of the 
robustious, shiver-my-timbers, conventional sailor about 
him: his manner was somewhat reserved ; he had a 
touch of gravity beyond his years; perhaps he had 
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acquired it through being put at an early age in com- 
mand of so many men; but it never forsook him—not 
even in the ward-room, among his brother officers. 

He seemed shy, also. When he had shaken hands 
with Lady Beresford and her daughters, and sate down, 
there was a distinct flush on the sun-brown face; and 
he proceeded to say, hastily, 

‘“*T—I heard you had come down here at the end of 
the season, Lady Beresford—Admiral Stratherne told 
me—and I had a telegram to send off; sq I thought 


might take the chance of finding you not gone abroad 


yet.” * 
“Tam not going abroad this year,’ Lady Beresford 
said, wearily. ‘* Really my nerves cannot stand the per- 
petual fatigue and worry of the railway stations and 
hotels. But the girls are going—by themselves. It is 
becoming quite common now. They don’t want even 
to have a maid with them; and really I am ashamed of 
the attention I require ”’ 

‘‘ Nan is going with us, too,’ said Miss Beresford, 
staring into the fireplace, where there was no fire. 

“Oh! indeed,” said the grave young Lieutenant. 

“She has never been abroad before. Won't her 
eyes grow big! She has a great capacity for wonder 
and admiration; she will do all our reverence for us at 
the proper shrines.” 

‘You haye seen Sir George recently, then?” said 
Lady Beresford. 

* At Portsmouth last week. 
were all down from the Admiralty.” 

“What a dear old gentleman he is,’ 
she said. 

** He is the finest sailor and the best- 
hearted gentleman in her Majesty’s service 
—and that’s not saying a small thing,” 
was the answer, prompt and straight. 

“You are a great pet of his,” said Miss 
Beresford, ** are you not?” 

“He has been a very good friend to 
me. But you needn’t imagine it is because 
of that I respect him—that I more than’ 
respect him—I love him.” 

There was a touch of earnestness in 
his voice and in the simplicity of the 
phrase that made Miss Beresford regard 
him for a second with almost wondering 
eyes. She had never seen, for her part, 
anything about Sir George Stratherne to 
be enthusiastic about. 

However, she had to continue the con- 
versation unaided, for her mother was too 
languid, Beauty had got into an effective 
position and was content to be silent, 
while the Baby was useless. So she said, 
with a smile, 

* T hope Sir George won’t have to find 
fault with you for bringmg your ship into these 
shallow waters. Tom—my brother Tom, you know— 
is very anxious about it. 1 think he would like to give 
you his advice.” , 

*T should be glad to have it,’ said Lieutenant 
King, with befitting gravity, “but I do not think we 
are in any great danger. And how is your brother ?”’ 

* Oh, very well; I mean very ill. Worse than ever. 
I wish you could take him with you for a cruise or 
two.” 


They 
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* As they used to take a cask of raw Madeira,” said 
he, laughing heartily, “to fine down? Well, you’re 
right about one thing; there’s some good stuff in the 
lad. He might fine down to something good. But he 
is not in proper guidance.” 

“ He is in no guidance at all,” sighed his mother. 

“Ts he going abroad with you?” 

“Not he,’ said Miss Beresford. ‘ He wouldn’t be 
bothered with us girls. He will see us as far as 
Newhaven, perhaps, and make brutal jokes all the way 
about the Channel.” 

“You are going soon, then?” said he. Somehow 
there was a kind of constraint about this young 
Lieutenant’s manner. He seemed to be thinking of 
something or some one else. His remarks and questions 
were of the most conventional sort. 

“On the first of September, I think, we shall be 
ready to start.” . 

“And are you going far?” he said, in the same 
preoceupied way. 

“To Lucerne, first, I imagine; and then over the 
Spliigen, when it is cool enough to go into Italy.” 

“Oh, indeed,” said he. And then he added, after 
a pause, ** Oh, indeed.” 

Then he rose. 

“T see my man has got back,” he said. “Jam 
sorry, Lady Beresford, I cannot ask you to bring your 
daughters to look over the ship ; we must be off directly. 
Some other time, perhaps. It would give me very great 
pleasure, indeed. I hope, Miss Beresford, you will have 
a pleasant journey. I have been thinking of going 
abroad myself this autumn if I can get sufficient leave. 
Will you remember me to your brother Tom?” 

He bade them good-bye, and left. They were silent 
until they saw him cross over the King’s-road. Then 
the business of criticism began. 

“ He doesn’t talk like a sailor at all,’ saidthe Baby, 
with a pout, “he talks just like anybody.” 

“At all events, he is very good-looking,” said 
Beauty, warmly. ‘“ He has the loveliest eyes I ever 
saw ina man. And his hands—did you notice his 
gloves?” 
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“Nan took out her handkerchief and waved it twice.” 


“A sailor shouldn’t wear gloves,” said the Baby, 
who had not seen Lieutenant King before, but had 
heard of him, and was disappointed that he did not 
correspond to the nautical heroes she had read of. 

“JT think gold lace is far better on blue than on 
scarlet,” said Beauty. I think blue and gold looks 
better than anything ina ball-room.” 

“He didn’t tell us a single wonderful story,” said 
the disappointed Baby. 

But i Beresford’s comment was more odd still. 
She glanced at her mother, and laughed. 

“Mother, he didn’t even once mention Nan’s 
name.” 


CHAPTER III. 
A FIRST BALL. 


Nevertheless, Lieutenant 
King was quite as well ac- 
quainted with Nan Beresford 
as he was with the other 
members of the family—and 
this was how he came to 
know her. The Beresfords 
had for many years been the 
intimate friends of the 
Strathernes ; and though they 
saw less of each other since 
Lady Beresford, on becoming 
a widow, had gone to live 
permanently in Brighton, still 
the London season brought 
them in a measure together 
again. Lady Beresford took 
rooms in Bruton-street during 
the fashionable months of the 
year. for herself and her 
grown-up daughters; and 
from time to time, and as a 
great treat, Nan was allowed 
to come up for a few days 
from Brighton. On _ these 
rare occasions if Sir George 
heard of the Beautiful 
Wretch being in town, 
nothing would do but that 
she should come with her 
mother and sisters to lunch 
in Spring-gardens—he being at this time Senior Naval 
Lord. And Nan was rejoiced. She was not at all 
a foolish young virgin; she was well aware of the 
affection the old Admiral had for her; and while 
she heartily reciprocated it, she knew that his special 
patronage of her gave her a sort of distinction among 
her sisters. 

Well, one of these opportunities arrived, and Nan, 
not a little elated, but outwardly very demure, drove 
away with her mother and sisters, in a hired brougham, 
to New-street. In due course they arrived at their 
destination, and they had just got inside the door when, 
as chance would have it, Sir George himself came from 
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the dining-room into the hall. He was a wiry-!ooking, 
handsome, elderly man, with grizzled hair, a firm face, 
and the kindliest of grey eyes; while on this occasion 
he was very gorgeously attired, for he had already 
dressed for a Leyée, and, moreover, it was a Collar 
Day. It was extraordinary to see how naturally Nan 
went up to him, taking it for granted he would scarcely 
have a word for anybody else. And he hadn’t. Of 
course he shook hands with Lady Beresford, and 
Mary and Edith, and welcomed them in a kind of 
way; but it was Nan that he seized with both hands ; 
and it was Nan that he himself escorted up stairs to 
the drawing-room; and it was Nan that he presented 
to Lady Stratherne, just as if there was nobody else 
in the world. Lady Stratherne, though she was also 
a miracle of kindness, knew her duties better, and 
busied herself with the others, leaving those two to 
themselves. 

““ Well, now,” said the old sailor, briskly, “ what is 
our first dance to be ?”’ 

“I beg your pardon, Sir George?” she said. 

“Why, don’t you know, girl, that you ’re coming to 
the ball? ”’ 

“What ball, Sir George?” said she, quite innc- 
cently. 

What ball, indeed! And she had heard her sisters 
speak of nothing else for a fortnight. 

“Why, my ball; our ball, everybody’s ball! Why, 
don’t you know that the world is going to stand still on 
Thursday night—in amazement. And if you didn’t 
know, now you know; and that’s the ball you’re 
coming to, as sure as my name is Jack Horner—now, 
now, I’ve set my mind on it” 

Nan was no longera hypocrite. Her heart began to 
beat rapidly—not with joy, but with fright. 

“Oh, Sir George, I—I never was at a ball—I—I 
never go out—mamma would never dream ”” —— 

He turned and sung across the room— 

** Mother! ” 

The lady who was addressed in this homely fashion 
was herself far from homely: she was a distinguished- 
looking woman, with pale, refined features, and a 
singularly intelligent and sweet expression. 

“Mother, this girl is coming to the ball on Thurs- 
day, whether she likes it or not. I want a partner; I 
insist on having a partner. Get a card and invite her— 
a card all to herself—her name in capital letters—the 
honour of the company of the Beautiru, Wrercu: 
will that do?” 
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Lady Stratherne said nothing at all, but regarded the 
other mother with a sort of puzzled smile. 

“Oh, Sir George!” Lady Beresford protested, “ it 
is impossible. Thank you very much—but it is im- 
possible ”’ 

**Tmpossible?” he cried. “We don’t know what 
that is at the Admiralty. The men who write in the 
newspapers expect us to be able to do everything at a 
moment’s notice ; and of course they ’re right ; and so of 
course we can do it. And so can you; the end of the 
argument being that Nan is coming to our ball on 
Thursday night, as I’m a living Dutchman.” 

But the matter was not so easily settled. There was 
a fierce fight. It was ridiculous that a school-girl, who 
ought to be walking two and two along the Marine 
Parade, should go to one of the big balls of the London 
season. How could a ball-dress be got ready by Thurs- 
day night? And so forth; and so forth. Sir George 
paid no attention to all this firing of cotton pellets. She 
was coming to the ball on Thursday night, he main- 
tained with a dogged obstinacy worthy of Nelson. And 
the end of it was that before they went down to lunch 
it had been finally agreed that Nan was to come to 
this ball; her mother remarking to Lady Stratherne, 
with a sigh of resignation— 

“«T can’t imagine what Sir George sces in that gawky 
child.” 

Now, we have it on the best authority—or what 
ought to be the best authority—that is to say, we have 
it from a multitude of lady-writers, that the prospect of 
going to a first ball is one of the great joys of a young 
girl’s life. The present writer, at all events, is not bold 
enough to impeach such an array of witnesses, and will 
only state the simple fact that in the case of Nan Beres- 
ford this prospect filled her mind with nothing but terror 
and dismay. It was in all sincerity that she had 
besought Sir George to let her off; though she might 
as well have gone down on her knees to the Monument. 
He could not understand why a young girl of seven- 
teen should be really reluctant to go to a dance—and 
a very pretty dance, too, for the rooms were to be 
decorated with flags. And when Nan told her mother 
and sisters that she would far rather not go to the ball, 
her mother fancied she was afraid that her dress, being 
hurriedly made, would not compare well with her sisters’ 
long-studied costumes, while the sisters simply said to 
each other, “‘ Oh, she knows she can’t dance.” 

There was some little truth in this last remark. 
Although she lived in a well-frequented house, where 
there were plenty of people coming and going, Nan had 
grown up very much apart. She had her own ways and 
occupations, which were mostly solitary. And dancing 
had never been a favourite amusement of hers. Of 
course, in the evening, when some young people were 
present, there was frequently a carpet-dance improvised ; 
and then sometimes Nan was dragged in to make up a 
set at some square dance. She got through it 
mechanically ; but it afforded her no special pleasure ; 
and as for round dances, she said they made her giddy, 
and so she got excused. Giddy she said; and yet she 
could walk, without the slightest sensation in the brain, 
along the extreme verge of those high chalk-cliffs, to 
watch the jackdaws, and hawks, and gulls at nest- 
building time, and she could swing for an hour in a 
trapeze, so long as the seat was comfortable and you 
gave her a book to read. 

Not that she at all played the part of Cinderella in 
the house. Her mother was exceedingly fond of her— 
partly, perhaps, because Nan alone took the trouble to 
humourall her mysterious nerve-miseries ; while her sisters 
tolerated her, though they thought her unsocial. Even 
this dress, when it did appear—and a thousand times 
Nan had inwardly prayed that it might not be ready in 
time—was quite as pretty as theirs. It was very pretty 
indeed ; but, somehow, Nan, as she regarded herself in 
the big mirror, convinced herself that there was not 
enough of her to carry off a ball-dress. Her sisters had 
a certain “presence” that a grand costume became. 
She thought she was too thin—that she looked more 
like a school-girl than ever; and she wished that she 
were not freckled. When, at last, she was in the carriage 
with the others—Mr. Thomas had gone in a hansom 
rather than ride with the coachman—she said, cunningly, 

“Mamma, dear, I am sure you will be excited with 
speaking to so many old friends; and you know your 
nerves cannot stand it. Let me sit by you, and take as 
much of the talk as I can. I really don’t care to dance. 
I would rather not dance. I would far rather sit by 
you, Mamma. And I am sure it is not necessary for us 
to stay long; it will do you such a deal of harm.” 

Lady Beresford sighed. 

‘When one has grown-up daughters ” 
almost to herself. 

“Mamma, dear,” said Nan, eagerly; “ would you 
rather stay at home? Wouldn’t you rather stay at 
home? and I will keep you company ” 

“Don’t be silly, child,” said her eldest sister. 
you think your dress cost nothing ?” 

The worst time of all was the waiting in Spring- 
gardens, where there was a block of carriages. It was 
all darkness, and expectation, and the hopeless sense 
that, being imprisoned in this slowly moving line, there 
was no escape. But when they were once at the 
entrance, and when Nan got a glimpse at the hall, her 
courage revived wonderfully. There was such a crowd 
of people—coming, going, waiting, looking for friends, 
and arranging dresses—that she felt that she could slip 
into this self-interested throng, and be lost from 
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“Nan went up to him, taking it for granted he would scarcely 
have a word for anybody else.’’ 


observation altogether. She began to be forgetful of 
herself. When they were going up the stairs she heard 
names after names announced that she was quite familiar 
with—either through the newspapers or through the 
conversation at hincheon-tables; and she was almost 
anxious to get quickly up to have a glimpse at these 
celebrated people. When she got to the landing, she 
did not see Lady Stratherne at all; for her eyes were 
filled with wonder at the blaze of light and colour 
beyond—the draperies of flags, and masses of 
chandeliers—and she said, under her breath, ‘ Oh, 
mamma, isn’t it beautiful!’’? The next thing she heard 
was “Nan, dear, how well you are looking! What 
beautiful forget-me-nots!’’ and in a startled way she 
found that she was shaking hands with Lady 
Stratherne, whose kind eyes were regarding her with 
a momentary approval. Instinctively, however, she 
knew from the way that her hostess’s eyes had turned 
to the next comers—there were far too many loiterers 
about this landing, and Lady Stratherne had enough to 
do to prevent a dead block on the stairs—that she need 
not stay to speak; so she followed her mother and 
sisters into the large, brilliantly-lit room. Oh, how 
glad she was that it was crammed with this dense 
busily-occupied crowd! She felt quite safe; she felt 
happy; she was pleased that those few forget-me-nots 
looked nice. And there was no dancing at all. “Oh, 
Mamma, tell me who all the people are,” she said. 
She began to consider herself quite at home in the 
middle of such a crowd of strangers; she had only to be 
delighted with the blaze of colour, the brilliant cos- 
tumes, the scent of flowers, the wonders of diamonds. 

Momentarily her great good fortune increased. 
Friends of Lady Beresford began to come round her ; 
and they made a sort of circle, as it were; and Nan 
found she could keep herself just a little bit outside of 
it, seeing everything, herself unseen. Her cup of 
happiness was full. She had passed the ordeal 
unscathed. Why, it was nothing! All the people 
were engaged with themselves; there was not a sound 
of music; nothing but a hum of talking, and always 
that bewildering glow of light and colour, and here and 
there a figure and face suddenly revealing to her some- 
body she recognised from photographs and portraits in 
the illustrated papers. She was becoming quite lost to 
herself. She could have stood there for ever. She was 
not thinking of Nan Beresford at all when 

When suddenly there was a long low growl from a 
violoncello. Her heart sank. 

Almost at the same moment she saw another little 
group—of elderly men, mostly—open out at one corner 
of the room near her; and the next thing she knew was 
that Sir George’s keen eyes had caught sight of her. 
He was by her side in a second. 

« What,” said he, “standing all alone? Why, 
where’s Charlie? What’s Charlie about? Lady 
Beresford, how are you? Ah, Mary? Edith, you are 
lovelier every day. But where is that rascal Charlie ? 
I must find a partner for my sweetheart” 

“ Oh, please, Sir George ’—said Nan, with her heart 
beating fast. 

- But by this time there was a noise of preparatory 
music; and in the middle of the crowd there was some- 
thing visible like the formation of a double line. At 
the same instant young Charlie Stratherne came 
hurriedly along, with an eagle eye for possible partners. 
Him his father instantly seized. 

“Where’s Frank King? Go and get Frank King. 
I want Frank King.” 

And, behold, Frank King was at his elbow! 


“ Sir George co 

“Oh, that’s you, Frank King. 
lady if she will dance with you”’ 

“Come on Frank,” said the youthful M.C., in his 
hurried bewilderment of duty. ‘ You’ll just do. Let 
me introduce you to Miss Anne Beresford. Lieutenant 
King. They want a couple at the other end.” 

So he disappeared in the crowd; and Nan found 
herself in the possession of this young naval officer, who 
seemed to take matters very coolly, considering that 
they were wanted right at the top of the spacious 
assembly-room. Happily, she heard from the music that 
it was the Lancers that was about to begin; so she 
was not entirely dismayed. 

**T suppose we shall get through somehow,” said he, 
surveying the close mass of people with the eye of a 
strategist. The clearing of the space in the middle had 
naturally made the surrounding crowd denser. 

“T think it will be difficult,’ said she, timidly. 

* Well, we can try this end,” said he, about ‘to lead 
her in that direction. 

“Oh!” she said, very earnestly, “I am sure we shall 
only embarrass them if we have another set at this end, 
And—and—I am not anxious to dance the Lancers. I 
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would as soon not,”’ she said. 


Then for the first time it seemed that he turned 
towards her ; and as she happened to be looking up at 
him to impress on him that she would as soon not dance, 
she instantaneously lowered her eyes and sought refuge 
in the little scented programme. 

“ Perhaps,” said he, after the fifteenth part of a 
second, ‘‘ perhaps you would give me a dance that you 
like better.” ; 

Her innocent answer was to hand him her pro- 
gramme, upon which there was as yet not a scrap of 
writing. So, when that matter was arranged, he said to her, 

‘** Would you like to see this dance, then? It’s very 
pretty, when you are at a little distance. And I know 
how to get to that recess, there ; it’s raised a few inches, 
you know; and I think you could see.” 

“Oh! I should like that !”’ she said. 
she was to him! 

They made their way to this side recess, which had 
been built out, temporarily, from the drawing-room, for 
the sake of ‘additional space. . It was decorated with 
trailing-plants, trained on trellis-work; and two or 
three circles of red candles, amid so much green foliage, 
had a pretty effect. There were a few people standing 
about and looking on at the dancing, or talking ; it was 
possible to talk, for here the music was softened. 

Nan’s companion led her to a raised bench, from 
which she could see very well; but even as she sate 
down, and while she was so glad to have been relieved 
from dancing out there amid all those people, she was 
touched by some strange misgivings. It was her duty 
to have danced. She had been presented with a partner ; 
and if only she had not shown herself reluctant, she 
knew very well he could have found places for them. 
Were not officers always fond of dancing? And then it 
suddenly occurred to her that she ought to try to make 
him some amends. She ought to entertain him with 
brilliant conversation, as it were. Meanwhile, what was 
he doing? Not thinking of her—except as a booby, a 
child who could not talk. No doubt he was looking out 
at all those beautiful women there, and wishing he was 
not imprisoned in this corner. 

Nan timidly raised her eyes, and instantly dropped 
them again. He had been for the moment looking at 
the forget-me-nots in her hair. 


How grateful 


CHAPTER IV. 
THE SAME. 
Nan was growing desperate. Speak she must, if only 
to let him know that she was sensible of his kindness 
in affording her this blissful relief; for she believed it 
was entirely on her account that he had proposed to sit 
out the dance. So she said, wildly, 
“You go to a great many balls, I suppose?” 
“ Oh, dear, no,” he said. ‘I am not much ashore.” 
Of course. She might have known. Was there 
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not an air of command about him, young as he was? 
No doubt he held far too important a position to waste 
time on idle entertainments. 

** IT mean earlier—as a midshipman,” she stammered. 
“You must haye been to many places, and—and—I 
thought the life of a midshipman was nothing but 
parties and balls, along with a great deal of mischief. 
That is what one reads, you know, about the young 
gentlemen—always tumbling into trouble, and always 
getting happily out of it, and always amusing them- 
selves just as much as they amuse others.” 

This was not so bad. Nan’s face had brightened ; 
she regarded him with her clear eyes. 

“You are thinking of Captain Marryat,” said he, 
laughing. ‘But times have changed sadly for the 
middy since then. It isn’t all beer and skittles now. 
Nowadays, the poor chap can scarcely call his soul his 
own ; and if he is going in for his Three Ones ’—— 

“TI beg your pardon; what is that ?”’ she said, with 
a graye interest. 

* Trifling little things,” said he, jocosely. ‘ Only 
first-class certificates in gunnery, seamanship, and 
mathematics; then, to finish up with, the unhappy 
youth has to look forward to an interview or two with 
the hydrographer, who isn’t at all a gentleman to be 
made a fool of.” 

How was it that she knew instinctively that this 
young officer had got his Three Ones—nay, that he had 
carried them off easily, triumphantly ? What was there 
in his manner, or the shape of his forehead, or his 
expression, that rendered her perfectly certain that he 
had nothing to fear from all the hydrographers ever 
born ? 

‘* Why, even in my time, I can remember when the 
middy was allowed a good deal more law,’ he con- 
tinued; and now he had sate down. beside her; and 
her eyes met his quite frankly. ‘I remember a 
fearful scene at Cherbourg, at a ball there; that was 
when the Fleet went over, and there was a great round 
of festivities. Well, this ball, I think, was given by the 


Mayor—I am not quite sure; but, at all events, the . 


midshipmites were invited with the rest, and those who 
could get leave went, of course. Well, we had the run 
of the refreshment-room—and we used it. ‘There was 
far too much champagne, and all our seniors were in 
the ball-room—the Duke of Somerset, and the whole of 
them; so we set to work to chaff the waiters in un- 
known tongues. Anything more patient or friendly 
than the conduct of these amiable creatures I never saw. 
They entirely entered into the spirit of the thing, and 
grinned and nodded in high glee when we inquired 
about their mothers and sisters—in English, of course ; 
and then we tried bad French on them, and broad 
Scotch, with a touch of Lancashire thrown in; and 
then they grinned all the more, and shrugged their 
shoulders. My chum Greville was the worst, I think; 
he kept asking for all sorts of ridiculous things, and was 
very angry when he couldn’t get them. ‘ Avez-vous 
du vin de Cockalorum?’ he asked of one fellow: of 
course, Greville spoke real true-blue English French. 
* Coque-a-lorrrrme ?’ said the waiter. ‘ Je crois que non, 
Monsieur’ * Pourquoi n’ avez vous pas du vin de 
Cockalorum ?’ said Greville, with great indignation. 
‘ C'est une chose monstrueuse. Nous sommes les invités 
de la grande nation Francaise ; nous sommes les officiers 
de sa Majesté la Reine d Angleterre; et vous n’avez pas 
du vin de Cockalorum!’ here was enough of other 
wine, at all events,” added Frank King. ‘I am afraid 
there was a good deal of headache next morning among 
the younger officers of her Majesty’s fleet.” ; 

‘*Weren’t you afraid,” said Nan—who had forgotten 
what shyness was by this time— weren’t you afraid the 
French might be tempted to take a mean advantage and 
capture the fleet bodily ?”’ 

“It would have been no more mean adyantage,”’ said 
he, with a laugh, “than we used to take in fighting them 
when they were sea-sick.” 

** Sailors sea-sick ?’’ she exclaimed. 

“Yes, that’s just where it was,’ he said, and the 
friendly interest he displayed in this young lady was very 
wonderful. Already they seemed to haye known each 


other for a quite indefinite time. “Mind you, people 
laugh nowadays at the old belief that one English sailor 
was as good as seven French ones. But it was quite 
true; and the explanation is simple enough. The fact 
was that the English kept such a strict blockade of the 
French ports that the French sailors never had a proper 
chance of finding their sea-legs. They never got out. 
When they did come out they had to fight; and how 
can you expect a sea-sick man to fight? But I was 
talking of that chum of mine, Greville. He was the 
coolest hand I ever.came across. Once he and I—when 
we were mids, you know—had to go down by rail from 
Genoa to Spezia” 

At this moment the music slowly ceased; and the 
kaleidoscopic groups out there, that had been going 
through all sorts of interminglings and combinations, 
lost cohesion, as it were, and melted ay ray into the 
murmuring and amorphous crowd. Miss Nan knew 
very well that she ought now to return to her mamma. 
But how was she to break in upon this. story? When 
one has already begun to tell you something—more 
particularly when that something is about himself and 
an old companion—and especially if you do not wish to 
he perplexed with invitations to dance—it is not polite 
to interrupt. 

So the young lieutenant, taking no notice whatever 
of the cessation of the dancing, continued his story ; 
and told several more, which Miss Nan found intensely 
interesting—so absorbing, indeed, that she met the eyes 
of her companion without any abashment, and frequently 
laughed in her low, quiet way. These two seemed very 
friendly ; and heedless of what was going on around 
them; and might, in fact, have continued talking for a 
quite indefinite time had not, all of a sudden, Charlie 
Stratherne come up, followed by a tall man with 
a long yellow beard; and, before Nan knew what had 
happened, she was being led away to pierce the great 
throng that had now grown very dense indeed, a waltz 
having already begun. As for the young lieutenant, 
he somewhat abruptly declined his friend’s offer to find 
him a partner. 

* You’ve plenty of dancing men. 
room to move, shortly.’ 

Charlie Stratherne was too busy to stay and ask why 
his friend refused to dance, and would not even remain 
in the ball-room; the next second he was off. Then 
the young lieutenant managed to make his way through 
the crowd to the door; and, as there were still plenty 
of people arriving, he succeeded in passing his hostess 
unobserved and making his way down stairs. 

He entered the brilliantly-decorated but quite empty 
supper-room, and sate down. One of the servants 
happened to come in, and stared at him. 

* Look here,’’ said he ; ** could you get me an evening 
paper?” 

“Oh, yes, Sir,” said the man; and he went off, and 
speedily returned with the newspaper. 

Frank King sat down; turned his back to the table ; 
and was soon—all by him- 
self in this long chamber— 
apparently deeply absorbed 
in the evening’s news. What 
he really was doing, how- 
ever, was listening to the 
music overhead. 


There won't be 


Meanwhile, Nan _ got 
through the waltz some- 


how—the crush was so great 
that her partner, who was 
not much of a pilot, gene- 
rally succeeded in steering 
her into some little side bay 
where they came slowly to 
rest by mere friction, or elsc 
landed her right in the 
middle of the room, where 
there was a throng of un- 
skilful dancers become sta- 
tionary in spite of them- 
selves. At last she was 
surrendered again to her 
mother’s care. 

“Well, Nan,” said ‘Lady 
Beresford, with an amused 
look; “how did you get 
on?” 

“You mean how much 
did I get off?” said she. 
“T believe I’m all in rags. And that elephant of a man 
bumped me against every person in the room.” 

Here the Admiral came along—bustling, as was his 
wont, talking to everybody at the same time, and 
invariably putting his hand on the shoulder of those 
whom he knew best, to give effect to his speech. 

“ Well, well, my girl,” he said, ‘ how did you like 
your partner? Did he amuse you? Did he com- 
pliment you on the roses in your cheeks—ah, that’s the 
Brighton air, that is.’ ‘ 

Oh,if you mean Lieutenant King,” said Nan, without 
any hesitation or embarrassment, “I think he is very 
amusing indeed—very. And very clever, too, is he not?” 

“Oh, yes, he’s a smart young fellow—a smart young 
fellow is Frank King. We’vye had an eye on him for 
some time back.” 

“T should say now,” remarked Nan, with a wise 
air, “that he had got his Three Ones ?”’ 

The Admiral stared at her, then burst out laughing. 

“You young impertinence! What do you know 


about the Three Ones? He had got his certificates 
before he was one-and-twenty. But here—I will tell 
you something.” 

He took her a step aside. 

‘“* Hush, now—hush-sh. It is a state secret. Don’t 
say a word. But I’ll tell you what we’re going to do 
with Frank King to-morrow; we’re going to give him 
the command of the Fly-by-Night. What do you think 
of that for a lieutenant of five-and-twenty ?” 

“Tf he has relatives, I suppose they will be very 
proud,” said Nan. 

* Relatives? Don’t you know the Kings of Kings- 
court? But there now, I mustn’t keep you talking; I 
suppose youre engaged for every dance; mind you are 
down at supper while I’m there; I will drink a glass of 
wine to the roses in your cheeks ’’——- 

And so he was off again before she could say, as 
she greatly wished to say— Oh, Sir George, I would 
rather talk to you than have to do any more dancing. 
Surely there are enough people dancing.”’ 

Then she looked round the room for some consider- 
able time. At last, she said to herself, contentedly, 

“Yes; I thought he was too clever-looking to care 
about dancing ; and I don’t wonder he has gone home. 
But it would haye been nice if I had had the chance to 


tell him he was going to have the command of the 
Fly-by-Night.”’ 


CHAPTER VY. 
THE SAME. 
The night passed quickly, and amid all this bewilder- 
ment of music and dancing and introductions Nan very 
soon forgot even the existence of the young Lieutenant 
whose acquaintance she had made. Moreover, the suc- 
cession of these rapid excitements left no room for 
anything resembling stage-fright—although, it is true, 
cach time the band began anew she felt a little throb. 
But Lady Stratherne, who had now all her guests 
assembled, was so indefatigable in seeing that Nan 
should not be left neglected; and the dancing in this 
crowd was so much a matter of experiment and accident ; 
and the fact that she was introduced to one or two 
partners who seemed no more expert than herself was 
so_ reassuring, that, on the whole, Nan was very much 
delighted in her demure way, and that delight showed 
itself in her face and in her clear, bright eyes. Her 
hair was a little wild; and she had lost some of her 
forget-me-nots ; and there were one or vwo flying tags 
that had got dissociated trom the skirt of her dress : 
but was not that all part of the play? Nan’s cheeks 
were flushed, and her eyes were pleased and bright: 
the only thing that troubled her in this whirl of excite- 
ment was an occasional qualm about her mother. Had 


she not promised to keep the poor mamma company ? 
But a time would come, and then she would make 
amends by being particularly affectionate. 

The time did come. 


On consulting the programme 


Nan found opposite the next dance a scrawl that might 
be made out to be “F. H. King;” and then she 
bethought herself of the young sailor. Well, he had 
left. That was very opportune. She would devote the 
time of this dance to her mother; and take her into the 
tea-room ; and ask her which of her old friends she had 
met ; and eyen offer to go home with her if she felt 
fatigued. 

“Mamma,” she said to Lady Beresford, * don’t you 
think I’ve done enough? England can’t expect you to 
do more than your duty, eyen with all those flags over- 
head. Come away, and I will get you some tea. Though 
what would be better for you still would be some 
B. and 8.” 

“Nan, how dare you!” said her mother, angrily, 
and glancing round at the same time. ‘ You may use 
such expressions if you like when you are with your 
brother. Pray don’t disgrace the whole family when 
you are elsewhere.” 

“*Mamma, dear,” said Nan, contritely, “it is mad- 
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ness—pure madness. The excitement of my first ball 
-has got into my brain ’’?—— 

“Into your what?’ said her mother, with a smile: 
Nan, and Nan alone, could pacify her in a second. 

At the same moment the band began again ; and 
somehow Nan, looking up, found before her some one 
who was no other than the young Lieutenant she had 
met at the beginning of the evening. She was some- 
what bewildered by this Jack-in-the-box sort of 
appearance. 

“I think you promised me this next dance, Miss 
Beresford,” said he. He was a graye-looking young 
man for his years—a Corsican Brother—the Ghost in 
‘‘ Hamlet ’’—she did not know what to make of him. 

“I thought you had left,” she stammered. ‘ You 
have not been dancing ?”’ 

‘No, I have not been dancing,” he repeated. 

“T will come back to you soon, mamma,” she said, 
and she put her hand on his arm, and moved away with 
him. 

“The fact is,” said he, “I don’t like much being 
introduced to strangers: most girls stare at you so, with 
a sort of hold-off air, and it is so difficult to get on 
pleasant and friendly terms with them.” 

“I should not have thought you were so shy,” said 
Nan, with an honest laugh. 

He flushed a little, and said, 

“Tf you’ve lived most of your life on board ship, 
you may feel a little bit awkward. But mind,’ he 
added, with some eagerness, “ sometimes—not often— 
once in half a dozen years, maybe—you meet with a 
girl who is quite different from the others—quite dif- 
ferent ; you know it at once from her manner; and you 
can make friends with her with the greatest ease, simply 
because she is intelligent and quick in appreciation and 
not affected in her ways, or stiff.” 

This eager encomium passed upon an imaginary 
person struck Nan as being somewhat out of place; for 
the waltz had already begun, and she wanted to get 
back to her mamma. Whereas this Lieutenant King 
seemed to wish to stand there and talk to her. 

“Of course, that’s special good luck for a sailor,’’ 
said he, with a smile, “to be able to make friends in a 
short time. For it’s only a short time he has. Ashore 
to-day, and off to-morrow again; and, what’s worse, 
out of sight out of mind.” 

‘Oh, not always,” said Nan, cheerfully. 

“Oh, yes, it is,” he said. ‘People on shore are too 
much concerned among themselyes to think about the 
people. away at sea. Why, you yourself now ; after you 
leave this house to-night you will completely forget that 
there are such things as either ships or sailors until you 
come back here to another ball, and then the bunting 
will remind you.” 

“Now there you are quite wrong,”’ said she, firmly ; 
“for I see ships and sailors every day of my life.” 

“Why, how is that?” he exclaimed, with great 
interest. 

“We live in Brighton,” said Nan, simply; “and 
I walk a good deal along the downs—towards New- 
haven, you know. ‘The ships are a good way off, 
generally ; still, you watch them, and’ you are interested 
in them.” 

“ You walk along the downs between Brighton and 
Newhaven?” he said, as if it was an extraordinary 
matter. ‘Alone?” 

“* Generally.” 

“When I am passing, I will look out for you; I will 
imagine that I can see you.”’ 

Nan thought this was idle talk; so she said, with a 
smile, 

“Shall we give up this dance, too? The fact is, I 
want to take mamma and get her some tea, or an ice, or 
something.” 

“Oh, don’t do that!” said he, eagerly. “ Introduce 
me to her, and I will take you both down to supper. 
There are some people there already ”’ 

“But I must not go down—not yet,” said Nan, 
remembering her youth. 

“Why not?” said he, boldly. . “I know Lady 


Stratherne well enough for anything. Why, nothing. 


could be more natural. 
with your mamma.” 

“T’m very hungry, and that’s the truth,” said 
Nan. “For I was too excited or frightened to think 
about dinner. But, if I went down now, wouldn’t’ they 
think it was a little bit”’ 

She was about to say “cheeky ;” but she remem- 
bered in time that this was not her brother. He broke 
in abruptly : 

‘Never mind what anyone thinks. Come away, Miss 
Beresford, and introduce me to your mamma.” 

Then he looked at the various couples rapidly moving 
round that open space to the sound of the seductive 
music, and he said, rather wistfully, 

** Don’t you think we might have one turn? I shall 
not dance again this evening.” 

* Oh, yes, certainly, if you wish it,” she said, quite 
blithely; and she gaye him her fan to hold, and arranged 
her train ; and a couple of seconds thereafter they were 
lost in that slowly circling whirlpool of muslin and silk 
and satin. 

When they came out of it again he was introduced 
to Lady Beresford, and although he was quite anxiously 
humble and courteous to the elder lady he would hear 
of nothing but that she and Nan should forthwith go 
down stairs to supper. By-and-bye there would be too 
great a crush. It was a kindness to Lady Stratherne to 


Of course you will come down 


go before everybody else wanted a place. And Miss 
Anne was hungry—which was a great matter. 

Lady Beresford looked at Nan; but that young lady 
was unconscious. The end of it was that these three 
very speedily found themselves below, in the supper- 
room, where as yet there were only a number of elderly 
people who had grown tired of the duties of chaperon- 
ing. And they had scarcely sate down when Frank 
King, who was most assiduous in his attentions to Lady 
Beresford, and scarcely saw Nan at all, discovered that 
the mamma knew certain relatives of his, and knew all 
about his own family, and had even on one occasion 
visited Kingscourt a good many years ago. Lady Beres- 
ford was very kind to him. He was a pleasant-mannered, 
clever-looking young man, and he had a distinguished 
air that lent value to the little courtesies he paid. She 
even said, as they were talking of chance meetings and 
the like, that she would be glad if he called on them 
while she and her daughters were in London. 

‘May I be allowed to call on you at Brighton—some 
day—Lady Beresford ?”’ he said, quickly. ‘ The fact is, 
my leaye is out. Ihave to rejoin my ship at Ports- 
mouth to-morrow.” 

At this Nan pricked up her ears. She suddenly 
remembered that to her had been intrusted the covert 
intelligence of his promotion. But was it necessary it 
should be kept so great a secret, she asked herself— 
rather breathlessly, and with her heart beginning to beat 
quickly? If he were to know on the morrow, why not 
now? It would make him very happy ; it would indeed 
add a few hours of happiness to his life ; and surely Sir 
George Stratherne, who was the very soul of kindness, 
would rather approve ? 

Well, she let these two talk on for a time; she 
wished to be discreet; she wished to be less nervous. 
For was it not a great event in the career of a young 
man? And how might he take it? She said to herself, 
“The old monarchs used to kill the messengers who 
brought them bad news; and they used to give heaps of 
presents to those who brought them good news. I am 
glad I shall be able to tell him of his promotion; for he 
has been so excessively kind to mamma.’’ 

She waited her opportunity. 

* Oh, Lieutenant King, do you know a ship called 
the Fly-by-Night?” she said, quite casually, and in an 
off-hand way. 

“Yes,” he said, regarding her with some surprise. 
‘“She’s what they call a school-brig—a training-brig. 
I think she’s at Plymouth.” 

“A training-brig?”’ said Nan, innocently. “Then 
they want a clever officer, I suppose, to be in com- 
mand of a training-brig.” 

“Yes, they want a smart fellow,” said he, without 
any great interest ; and he was about to turn to Lady 
Beresford again when Nan continued. 

“ Would-it—would it surprise you if you heard you 
were to be transferred to the Fly-by-Night ? ”’ 

“T shouldn’t like to hear of it,” said he, laughing ; 
“Tam satisfied where lam.” . 

“But I mean to command her.” 

“Tam afraid that’s a long way off yet,’ said he, 
lightly. 

“Oh, no, it isn’t,” said Nan, timorously. “Iam 
sure it is no great secret—you will know to-morrow— 
you are to be appointed to-morrow to the command of 
the Fly-by-Night.” 

His face flushed a deep red. 

“You are joking, Miss Beresford.” 

‘Oh, no, I am not,” said Nan, hastily. 
told me to-night: Iam not joking at all 
King,” said she, at a wild venture. 

For an instant she saw his under lip quiver. 
sate quite silent. Then he said— 

* That is Sir George’s doing—if it is possible.” 

He had scarcely uttered the words when the Admiral 
himself appeared, bringing in a little old lady witha 
portentous head-dress. Nan instantly conjectured that 
she must be a dowager-duchess, for she thought that no 
one but a dowager-duchess would dare to wear sucha thing. 

Sir George paused as he passed them. 

‘* Hillo, here’s my sweetheart. I told you I wanted 
to drink a glass of wine with you. Doing your duty, 
Frank King? When’s your leave out?” 

*Tam going down to Portsmouth to-morrow, Sir 


“ Sir George 
Captain 


He 


George.” ' 
“No,no. You’ll havea message from the Admiralty 
to-morrow. I didn’t see you dancing to-night; you 


” 


young fellows are getting 

He passed on. Nan looked triumphantly across the 
corner of the table. Frank King said—laughing off his 
embarrassment— 

“T have a vague impression that I ought to thank 
you for it, Miss Beresford; and I don’t know how. I 
as it is true. They never gave me a hint of it. You 
would haye thought Charley Stratherne would have 
known.” " ; 

“It was very imprudent of my daughter,” said Lady 
Beresford, severely, ‘to mention such a thing. But 
Sir George makes a pet of her. And I hope no harm 
has been done.” 

Frank King warmly protested. How could any 
harm be done? And he redoubled his attentions to 
Lady Beresford. Not only that, but when they re- 
turned to the ball-room he was very anxious to be intro- 
duced to Nan’s sisters, and was most polite to them, 
though he did not ask them for a dance. Moreover, he 
got hold of Charley Stratherne, and through him made 
the acquaintance of Mr. Tom Beresford; and these 


1881-—T 


ee 


three, haying adjourned for a time to a certain remote 
snuggery where were sherry and soda and cigarettes, 
Frank King was quite content to accept from Mr. Tom 
hints concerning things about town. There was in 
especial a famous “lion comique”’—the Great Dunce, 
or the Jolly Ass, or some such creature—about whom 
Mr. Tom was much exercised; and Frank King pro- 
fessed himself quite interested in hearing about this 
person. The grave young Lieutenant was, indeed, 
extraordinarily complaisant this evening. He was 
unusually talkative—when he was not a most attentive 
listener. You would have thought that he had acquired 
a sudden admiration for the brilliant social qualities of 
Mr.°Tom, and that he had neyer heard such good stories 
before. 

Well, the Beresfords left about three ; and that was 
the end of Nan’s first ball. On the whole, she had every 
reason to be pleased. She had acquitted herself fairly 
well; she had gratified the soft-hearted old Admiral: 
she hadn’t fallen in love with anybody; and she had 
seen a number of celebrated persons in whom she was 
interested. She thought she had done a kindness, too, 
in telling Lieutenant King beforehand of his appointment. 

She was surprised, however, and a little bit annoyed, 
when, on the afternoon of the next day but one, her 
brother Tom brought in this same Frank King to five 
o’clock‘tea. He said, with something of a blush, that 
he wished to tell her that her news had been true; he 
had heard from the Admiralty that morning, and he 
wished to thank her. Nan was somewhat cold in her 
manner ; she had thought with some pride that he was 
not like the other gentlemen who came about the house 
in the afternoon. She had seen enough of them; and 
their idleness ; and aimless flirtations; and languid airs. 
She had taken Frank King to be of firmer stuff, and 
not likely to waste his time at afternoon teas. 

He was kind and polite enough, no doubt, and he 
distributed his attentions in the most impartial manner— 
even including two young lady visitors to whom he was 
introduced; but Nan seized an early opportunity of 
slipping away to her own room, where she resumed 
certain yery serious studies that occupied her mind at 
this time. When she came down stairs again Lieutenant 
King was gone. 

On the following day her holiday ended, and she 
went down to Brighton. Many a time she thought of 
the ball; and always with a pleasurable recollection. 
When, however, she happened to think of Frank King— 
and it was seldom—it was always with a slight touch of 
disappointment. No doubt his leaye was extended ; 
probably he was still in town, and repeating those 
afternoon calls in Bruton-street. As for Nan, she 
honestly did not care to which train of admirers he 
might attach himself—whether he was to be Mary’s 
captive or Edith’s slave. But she was disappointed. 

“JT did think he was a little bit different from the 
others,’”’ she would say to herself; and then she would 
turn to Mr. Lockyer’s last discoveries in Spectrum 


Analysis. 


CHAPTER VI. 
FIRST IMPRESSIONS. 
“Nan, do you see that ship out there?” said Mary 
Beresford. 

“T saw it as I came along,” said Nan. This was 
the afternoon on which she had fallen in with Singing 
Sal. Nan was rather tired after her long walk, and was 
not inclined to show much interest in that now lessening 
vessel which was slowly sinking into the dusk of the west. 

*Do you know what her name is?” said Mary 
Beresford, still regarding her younger sister. 

“No,” said Nan. ‘I heard people say she was a 
man-of-war.”’ 

“That is the Fly-by-Night.”’ 

“Oh, indeed,” said Nan, with no greater interest 
than before. 

“And Lieutenant King has just called here,’’ the 
elder sister said, pointedly. 

“Oh, indeed,” said Nan. “I wish I had been in. 
I should like to have seen him in uniform.” 

That was all she said—and all she thought. For 
now there were far more serious things than ball-rooms 
and young lieutenants occupying Nan’s attention. She 
and her sisters were going abroad—she for the first 
time; and she was busy with foreign languages, and 
lives of the great painters, and catalogues, and guide- 
books, and dressing-cases. The world she hoped to 
plunge into on the following week was in her imagina- 
tion composed of nothing but cathedrals and _picture- 
galleries; and she could have wished that the picture- 
galleries might contain nothing but the labours of 
Botticelli and Andrea del Sarto. The clear ethereal 
beauty and tenderness of the one, the solemn thought- 
fulness of the other: these were things that filled her 
mind with a mysterious gladness, as if something had 
been added to her own life. Rubens she cordially 
hated. Of Titian she had as yet seen hardly anything. 

At last the wonderful day of setting out arrived ; 
and Mr. Tom graciously consented to accompany his 
sisters as far as Newhaven. It was towards the after- 
noon that they'started—in an open carriage, the maid 
on the box beside the coachman. Tom was making 
facetious remarks about south-west gales, and his two 
elder sisters were angrily remonstrating with him. Nan 
was silent. She had not a thought for the ships and 
sailors out there, or for any pensive young officer 
bitterly saying to himself that out of sight was out of 
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mind; and she had forgotten for a moment all about 
Singing Sal and her free-and-easy ways. Nan’s mind 
was at this time filled with Dante, and Florence, and 
the young Raphael, and the Doge wedding the Adriatic, 
and Pompeii, and Sayonarola, and goodness knows what 
else. When they reached Newhayen—when they 
forced her to descend from the carriage—her eyes had 
a bewildered look. She had not seen Newhaven at all. 
She had been watching the execution of Savonarola, she 
standing in the middle of the great crowd in a square in 
Florence. 

They stayed the night at the hotel at Newhaven. 
Next morning falsified all Mr. Tom’s malicious fore- 
casts; the weather was fine, and they had a smooth 
passage across. In due time they reached Paris. 

To Nan, Paris meant picture-galleries. The streets 
were new-looking, non-historical, filled with common- 
place people; but in the picture-galleries she was with 
great names, in great times. 

‘‘ Nan,” her sisters remonstrated, ‘‘ what zs the use 
of dawdling over pictures like this? The Old Masters 
are all alike. There are plenty of Holy Families and 
broken-necked angels in England. Why don’t you put 
off all this till you get back to the National Gallery?” 

Fortunately, Nan was the most biddable of com- 
panions. She seemed to be in dreamland. You could 
do what you liked with her if only you allowed her to 
gaze with her great eyes, and think, and be silent. 

Now it is unnecessary to follow in detail the various 
journeyings and adventures of these three young ladies 
and their maid ; we may pass on to a certain evening 
when they found themselves in Lucerne. It was an 
exceedingly hot evening; and after dinner the crowd in 
this great hotel had been glad to pour out into the 
spacious verandah, which was formed by a succession of 
arches all hanging with evergreens. There they formed 
little groups round the small tables, lit up by the orange 
glow streaming out from the windows of the hotel, some 
taking coffee, some smoking, all chatting idly. } 

“Tt feels like thunder,’ said Mary Beresford to her 
sister Edith. ‘It would be odd if we were to have a 
real thunderstorm just after listening to the imitation 
one in the Cathedral.” 

“The vox humana stop is better at some things than 
at others,” said Miss Edith, critically. ‘‘ In the chanting 
the boys’ voices are good, and the tenor voices are good; 
but the bass is too musical. You hear that it is the 
organ. And it vibrates too much.” 

“They must make a good deal of money by it,” said 
the elder sister, “‘ in the tourist season. Iam sure there 
were a hundred people there.” 

“T wish I knew the name of the piece. 
like to try one or two of the airs.’ 

‘“‘ It was considerate of them to finish up in time to 
let us get back for the table @’héte.” 

“Sooner or later that organ will shake the Cathedral 
to bits: the vibrations were fearful. I thought there 
was a great deal too much noise. You lose effect when 
you pile up the agony like that: people only want to 
stop their ears to prevent their heads being split.” 

So they chatted on. But what was it that Nan, 
who had accompanied them, had heard as she sate in 
the great, empty, dimly-lit Cathedral, with her hands 
clasped, her head bent forward on them, her eyes closed? 
Or, rather, what was it that she saw ?—for this seemed 
to be a picture in music. She saw a small chapel far 
away up in the mountains, the trembling red rays in 
the windows looking strange above the snow. She 
heard the monks at their midnight chanting—low, and 
sad, and distant. And then it seemed, as she listened, 
as if the stars overhead were being blurred out, and a 
murmuring wind came down the gorge, and the air 
grew cold. The darkness deepened; the wind rose and 
moaned through the pine forests; thenan angry gust swept 
along, so that the intoning of the monks was lost alto- 
gether. There wasa rumble of distant thunder—overhead, 
among the unseen peaks. But still, unconscious of the 
threatening storm, those within the small building went 
on with their holy office, and there were snatches of the 
clear singing of boys—so faint that you could scarcely 
hear; and again the strong, sad, sombre voices of the 
men. ‘Then the tempest broke, fierce and terrible: the 
elements seemed mingled together. She lost sight of 
the chapel in the whirling snow; the heavens rattled 
overhead ; and the wind swept down so that the whole 
earth trembled. A horror of wrath and darkness has 
overwhelmed the world; and what of the patient 
choristers now? No longer are their voices heard amid 
the appalling fury of the hurricane; the sudden lightning- 
flash reveals nothing in the blackness; the powers of 
evil have overcome ; and the universe has lost its hope. 
But now there comes a lull; and suddenly—far away, 
and faint, and triumphant—rises the song of reliance 
and joy. The demons of the night mutter and moan; 
but the divine song rises clearer and more clear. It is 
the voice of faith, silver-toned and sweet; and the very 
heavens themselves seem to listen; and the thunders 
rumble away into the yalleys; and the stars, shining, 
and calm, and benignant, come out again over the 
mountain-peaks. And lo! once more she can desery 
the faint red rays above the snow; and she can almost 
see the choristers within the little building ; and she 
listens to the silver-clear song; and her heart is filled 
with a strange new gladness and trust. What must she 
do to keep it there for ever? By what signal self- 
sacrifice—by what devotion of a whole life-time—by 
what patient and continuous duty—shall she secure to 
herself this divine peace, so that the storms and terrors 


T should 


and trials of the world may sweep by it powerless and 
unregarded ? 

When she rose and blindly followed her sisters, she 
was all trembling, and there was a great lump in her 
throat. She was, indeed, in that half-hysterical state in 
which rash resolves are sometimes made that may deter- 
mine the course of a human life. But Nan had the 
sense to know that she was m this state: and she had 
enough firmness of character to enable her to reason 
with herself. | She walked, silent, with her sisters from 
the Cathedral to the hotel; and she was reasoning with 
herself all the time. She was saying to herself that she 
had had a glimpse, an impression of something divinely 
beautiful and touching that at some time or other might 
influence. or even determine her course of life. When 
that time came she could remember. But not now—not 
now. She was not going to resolve to become a Catholic, 
or join a sisterhood, or give herself up to the service of the 
poor, merely because this wonderful music had filled her 
heart with emotion. It was necessary that she should 
think of something hard and practical—something that 
would be the embodiment of common-sense. She would 
force herself to think of that. And, casting about, she 
determined to think—about Singing Sal! 

It was rather hard upon Sal, who had a touch of 
vanity, and was quite conscious of what she deemed the 
romantic side of her way of life, that she should be 
taken as the sort of incarnation of the prosaic. Never- 
theless, all through that ¢able-d’héte dinner, Nan kept to 
her self-imposed task, and was busying herself about the 
wages of the coastguardsmen, and the probable cost 
of mackerel, and the chances of Sal’s having to face a 
westerly squall of wind and rain when she was breasting 
the steep hill rising from Newhaven. Was Sal singing 
that night before the Old Ship? Or was she in the 
little cul-de-sac near the Town-hall where the public- 
house was that the fishermen called in at on their way 
home? Nan was apparently dining at the ¢able @héte 
of a hotel in Lucerne; but in reality she spent that 
eyening in Brighton. 

And she was still thinking of Brighton when, as has 
been related, there was a migration from the dining- 
saloon to the verandah outside; so that she did not hear 
much of what her sisters were saying. 

“We are certainly going to have a real thunder- 
storm after the imitation one,’ Miss Beresford repeated. 
“Do you hear that?” 

There was a low rumble of thunder ; likewise some 
pattering of rain-drops on the leaves outside. 

“It won’t be half as fine, though,” said the musical 
sister. 

There was a sudden white flash of light that revealed 
in a surprising manner the sharp outline of Pilatus ; 
then darkness and a crashing peal of thunder. The 
rain began to pour; and some passers-by took shelter 
under the densely-foliaged trees fronting the gravelled 
terrace of the hotel. The light that came through the 
tall windows fell on those dark figures ; but dimly. 

Nan had been thinking so much of Brighton, and 
Sal, and the downs, and ships and sailors, that when this 
orange glow fell on a gentleman whom she thought she 
recognised as Lieutenant Frank King she was scarcely 
astonished. She looked hard through the dusk; yes, 
surely it was he. 

‘““Mary,”’ she said, but without any great interest, 
“isn’t that Lieutenant King standing by that furthest 
tree??? 

The eldest sister also peered through the obscurity. 

“Well, yes, it is. What an extraordinary thing! 
Oh, I remember, he said he was going abroad. But 
what a curious coincidence! Why don’t you go and 
speak to him, Nan?” 

““Why should I go and speak to him?” said Nan. 
“T should only get wet.” 

‘* What can have brought him here?” said Edith. 

“Not his ship, at all events,” said Mary Beresford, 
smartly. “It’s only Shakspeare who can create sea- 
ports inland.” 

“You ought to know better than that,’ said Nan, 
with some asperity, for she was very valiant in pro- 
tecting her intellectual heroes against the attacks of a 
flippant criticism. ‘ You ought to know that at one 
time the Kingdom of Bohemia had seaports on the 
Adriatic : every school-girl knows that nowadays.” 

“They didn’t when I was at school,’’ said Mary 
Beresford. ‘But aren’t you going to speak to Lieu- 
tenant King, Nan?” 

“Oh, he won’t want to be bothered with a lot of 
girls,” said Nan; and she refused to stir. 

A few seconds thereafter, though there was still an 


occasional flash cf lightning, the rain slackened some- - 


what; and the young lieutenant—who was clad in a 
travelling-suit of grey, by-the-way, and looked re- 
markably like the other young Englishmen loitering 
about the front of the hotel, emerged from his shelter, 
shook the rain-drops from his sleeves, and passed on into 
the dark. : 

The yery next morning the Beresfords left Lucerne 
for Zurich. They stayed there three days—Nan busy 
all the time in teaching herself how to propel a boat 
with two oars, her face to the bow; and she liked to 
practise most in moonlight. ‘Then they left Zurich one 
afternoon, and made their way southward into the 
mountainous region adjacent tothe sombre Wallensee. The 
stormy sunset deepened and died out; rain, rain, rain 
pursued them all the way to Chur. They got to their 
hotel there in an omnibus that jolted through the mud 
and the darkness. 


But next morning, when Nan Beresford went to the 
window of the little sitting-room and looked abroad, she 
uttered a cry of surprise that was also meant as a call 
to wake her sleeping sisters. She stepped out on to a 
wooden balcony, and found herself poised high above 
the flooded river that was roaring down its channel, 
while in front of her was the most vivid and brilliant of 
pictures, the background formed by a vast semicircle of 
hills. She had it all to herself on this lovely morning— 
the fresh air and sunlight; the plunging river below ; 
the terraced gardens on the opposite bank; over that 
again, the tumbled-about collection of gleaming white 
houses, and green casements, and red roofs, and old 
towers and belfries ; and then, higher still, and inclosing 
as it were the picturesque little town, the great ethereal 
amphitheatre of pale blue mountains, with here and 
there a sprinkling of snow glittering sharply, as if it 
were quite close at hand. How fresh and cold the 
morning air was, after the sultry atmosphere of the 
lakes! How beautiful the snow was! Nan did not like 
to be alone. She wished to share her delight with some 
one. “Edith! Edith!” she called. There was no answer. 

Suddenly she found she was no longer the solitary 
possessor of this brilliant little picture. Happening to 
turn her head somewhat, she perceived some one coming 
across the bridge ; and, after a minute’s surprise and 
doubt and astonishment, she convinced herself that the 
stranger was no other than Frank King. The discovery 
startled her. This time it could be no mere coincidence. 
Surely he was following them ? Could it be possible that 
he had come with bad news from Brighton ? 

She did not stay to waken her sisters. She hastily 
put on her hat and went down stairs; and the first 
person she saw was Lieutenant King himself, who was 
calmly looking over the list of arrivals. 


CHAPTER VII. 


AUF DER REISE. 
The frank, clear, dark-blue eyes of this young Lieu- 
tenant were expressive enough; they said a good deal 
more than he did, when he happened to turn and catch 
sight of her. He, indeed, was surprised and em- 
barrassed; it was only his eyes that dared to say, “ Oh, 
how glad I am to have found you!” 

“You have no bad news?” she said, quickly. 
“ There is no one ill at Brighton ?”’ 

“Oh, no,” he said, wondering. 

Relieved from her sudden fear, she paused, as it 
were, to take breath. Her first thought was that her 
hair was far from being properly dressed. Her next 
that it was annoying to find the commanding officer of 
one of her Majesty’s vessels lounging about the Con- 
tinent like an ordinary tourist. But even in this 
costume she had to admit to herself that he looked 
handsome, and clever, and distinguished ; moreover, he 
was so clearly glad to see her that she must needs be civil. 

“T saw you at Lucerne—for a moment,” she said. 
“And when I saw you again just now, from the 
window, I thought you might have a message for us.” 

“Oh, no,” he said. ‘But I—I— half expected to 
meet you somewhere. Your sister said you were going 
over the Spliigen Pass.” 

“But what have you done with your ship?” she 
asked, still regarding that tourist costume with dis- 
approval. ; 

“Tam my own master now,” he said; “I can take 
my leave any time of the year I like; and, of course, 
just now all one’s friends are on the Continent, and— 
and—a sailor has so few chances of making friends that 
he doesn’t like to lose them ”’ 

“Then you are with a party?” she said, in her 
downright way. 

“No,” said he, rather confusedly. ‘“ I—I am alone 
as it happens. I thought I should like to have a short 
time in Italy: You see, I have never been over one 
of the passes; and they say the Spliigen is very fine.” 

“ Oh, you are going over the Spliigen?”’ she said, 
with wide eyes. 
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“Yes,” he said, unblushingly. ‘I suppose you and 
your sisters will be starting from here to-morrow or 
next day?” 

“We start this morning at half-past ten,” said Nan. 

‘How very odd!” he exclaimed. ‘TI have got the 
chance of a return-carriage that also leaves this 
morning.” 

“IT thought gentlemen walked,” said Nan, severely, 
‘when they wished to see mountain scenery.” 

“When they have time I suppose they do,” he 
answered. ‘ But I have only a few days. I must get 
back to my ship.’’ 

“I can’t understand yet how you have left her,’ 
said Nan. ‘I thought you would take such a pride in 
your own ship. And what need have you of miscel- 
laneous friends when you have your brother officers ?” 

“ Ward-room talk is apt to become monotonous. 
Besides, the Fly-by-Night is in dock just now; and I 
needn’t get back until the repairs are done.” 

‘Well,’ said Nan, who hoped she had not been 
rude, ‘the Spliigen Pass doesn’t belong to me, and I 
haye no right to object to your crossing.” 

“Well, that is very kind of you,” said he, laugh- 
ing; and then he said more seriously, “ But don’t think 
Iam likely to take any offence, Miss Beresford. I see 
quite clearly what you mean ; and it is very kind of you 
to take any interest in the—in the ship. And I wish 
you would let me send you a photograph of her; they 
say it is very well done: it is so difficult, don’t you 
know ”’ 

It seemed to Nan that this young man was going to 
stand there talking to her for ever; and she knew that 
his eyes, which were extremely keen and observant, 
were regarding her disheyelled hair. At-the best of 
times, order and smoothness had neyer been the strong 
points of what a Brighton youth had on one occasion 
irreyerently termed her wig. She remembered that boy 
and his insolent phrase at this very moment. ‘Hallo, 
ginger! where did you buy your wig?” he had called 
out. She wished she had taken a minute to consider 
before rushing down stairs. 

“Will you come and see my sisters after break- 
fast ?”’ she said, with a wild effort to get away. 

But no; he continued to talk, in a gentle, familiar, 
submissive way, as if he had known her a very long 
time, and yet did not like to presume on the intimacy. 
And he talked about a good many things (it was as yet 
not eight o’clock, and there was scarcely anyone about), 
though he generally came round to suggesting that 
there were certain favoured people in the world whose 
fineness of character was easily apparent. And he said 
that you ought not to lose the chance of securing the 
friendship of such rare mortals: it would be one of the 
joys of life. To be thought well of by people such as 
they, whose approval was worth something; to be 
remembered in absence; to know there were some 
people not fickle, trivial, or insincere. Rei 
short, he talked about everything and _ nothing, 
apparently for the sole purpose of detaining her, and 
Nan knew that all the time he was looking at those 
wisps and rings of unbridled hair. 

“Good-bye for the present,” she said, holding out 
her hand. 

He held her hand for a second—inadvertently, it 
seemed. : 

““T shall come round about half-past nine to sce 
your sisters. It was excessively kind of you to come 
down: I might have missed you again as I missed you 
at Lucerne.” 

“Oh, well,” she said, in the most matter-of-fact way, 
ae A ing it might be more than an accident. Good- 
byei!”? 

Nan found that her sisters had got up’and were nearly 
ready to come down stairs, so that she must have been 
kept talking there for a considerable time. At breakfast 
she remarked casually that Lieutenant King was in 
Chur, and that he was also thinking of setting out for 
Spligen that morning. Edith the Beauty opened her 
brown eyes very wide; Mary, the eldest sister, began to 
ask a few questions. Presently the latter laughed, in 
her cold way, 

‘It is rather audacious,” she said. 
to do with him ?”’ 

“We have nothing whatever to do with him,” said 
Nan, somewhat hotly. 

““It will be very nice,’ said Edith, “if there is a 
table d’héte in the evening. And if we were to get 
into trouble with the driver it would be useful to have a 
man near to use bad language.” 

“Well, we shan’t see much of him on the way,” 
remarked Miss Beresford. ‘* We haye four horses; of 
course, he will only have two.” 

‘I don’t know,” said Edith. ‘* You may be sure he 
doesn’t live on his lieutenant’s pay. Mamma says the 
Kings of Kingscourt are very rich.” 

“They say the elder brother has gone fearfully to 
the bad,” said Miss Beresford, in a lower voice. ‘The 
old people are yery proud of this one, and the way he 
has got on in his profession.” 

* Well,” said Edith, ‘* he is very good-looking, at all 
events. I hope he will come and make up a little party 


“ What are we 


at the table dhéte; it will be an amusement. Very 
good-looking, I call him. It must be his eyes. They 


are very extraordinary to be so clear and yet so dark in 
the blue; I never saw eyes like that before.” 

Nan, sitting silent and indignant, considered that it 
was more than: ridiculous—it was unfeminine—it was 
altogether abominable—for a girl to talk like that about 
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a man’s eyes. If she had spoken about the shape of 
his forehead, and admired that: then that would have 
been sensible enough. But to talk about his eyes as if 
he were a doll—as if he were a wax figure in a hair- 
dresser’s window—as if he were one of the idiotic 
beauty-youths of the King’s-road—that stirred her to 
revolt altogether. But Edith always was a gaby. 

At half-past nine Frank King called; and was very 
kindly and gravely received by the two elder girls. 
But he made no pretence of being there by accident. 
He said he had remembered Miss Beresford’s telling 
him that they were to cross the Spliigen into Italy ; and 
as he was quite alone he thought he would choose the 
same route on the chance of running across them some- 
where. And they would see something of each other 
on the road. It was true he had only two horses ; and 
doubtless they had four; but the return-carriage he had 
hired was a light little thing, and he had scarcely any 
luggage; and no doubt he would mect them again at 
lunch. Did they propose to lunch at Thusis? It was 
at Thusis they proposed to lunch. He should most likely 
see themat Thusis; meantime he would only say au revoir. 

So, in due course, the great old-fashioned chariot 
was brought round, the four horses shaking their heads 
and jangling their bells; and the luggage of the girls, 
which was considerable, was corded on behind ; and the 
maid got on the box; and then the girls themselves 
appeared and took their places ; and the landlord bowed 
and took off his hat; and the driver cracked an enor- 
mous whip; and away they went from Chur along the 
level river-valley, by the perpetual maize-fields, under 
the grey-scarred mountains. It was a changeable, 
doubtful-looking day, with gleams of sunlight, and 
sudden darkenings over of rain-cloud; but the rapid 
motion of the comfortable old carriage kept them merry 
enough. Further and further into the mysterious 
mountain-land they went; rattling through small towns 
with violently-coloured frescoes on the walls : swinging 
along the valley-road, with always the turbid rushing 
river below ; passing innumerable ruined towers perched 
on precipitous crags; and generally wondering when 
the serious business of climbing the Alps was to 
begin. The mountains had grown grander now; and 
there were snow-slopes gleaming afar in the wan sun- 
light. It was not a settled sort of sunlight at all. Just 
as they entered Thusis they were caught by a smart 
shower, and were glad to take refuge in the inn. 

Now, Miss Beresford had only finished ordering 
luncheon—which she did in excellent German, of a clear, 
hard, Hanoverian kind—when in walked Frank King, 
very pleased to rejoin them, apparently quite delighted 
with the rain, and plainly anxious to be allowed to join 
their table. That was what it came to. Moreover, as 
luncheon proceeded, the mountains outside Carkened. 

* We are in for a bad afternoon,” said he ; and then 
he added, in an ofthand way, ‘“* Does your maid speak 
German, Miss Beresford ?”’ 

“Parsons speaks nothing but English,” said Miss 
Beresford. 

* And that indifferently,”’ added Nan. 

“Oh! Because, you see, it will be uncommonly 
hard for her to be sitting there till evening, not speaking 
a word, and facing pelting rain all the time.” 

‘“‘ She can come in beside us,’’ said Nan, promptly. 

“JT was going to suggest,” said he, in the same off- 
hand fashion, “‘ that—I only mean if it rains—if it rains, 
I was going to suggest, don’t you see, that she could 
have my trap, if she chose, and then—then, if you 
wouldn’t mind giving me a seat in your carriage, which 
has plenty of room, I should think ’””—— 

* It is rather a roundabout way out of the difficulty,’’ 
said Miss Beresford, laughing. ‘ But we shall ke very 
pleased if you will come into our carriage—if it rains.”’ 

And it did. It was through streaming window- 
panes that they beheld the gloomy gorge of the Via 
Mala, with the pine-clad mountains rising sheer over- 
head, and far below the thundering of the Rhine along 
the narrow and twisting chasm. 
that they knew of the wonderful tunnels through the 
rocks ; and the overhanging precipices ; and the rich- 
coloured, dripping autumn foliage; and the hideous 
declivities that went down to the roaring and swollen 
But it has been remarked before now that in 
the case of driving parties people’s spirits always get 
highest in bad weather. Whether they get into a sort 
of despairing madness, or whether it is out of a reckless 
defiance, the fact remains that the finest enjoyment of a 
driving-trip is experienced in pouring rain. And that 
party of four, within the shut-up old chariot, seemed 
merry enough. Their talking and laughing quite 
drowned the roaring of the river. Nan was a trifle 
silent, perhaps; but then Frank King did talking for 
two; and he had innumerable adventures and stories to 
tell relating to every corner of the earth. He had no 
longer any official gravity to observe. His laughter was 
so genuine as to be infectious; even Nan felt herself 
smiling, though she thought that the commander of a 
man-of-war ought not to go on like this. And how 
could Frank King, who had been practically all his life 
at sea, know so much about the rustics in Wiltshire ? 
How could he have gone through those poaching 
adventures, for example? She knew that Kingscourt 
was in Wiltshire: but if, as he had told her, he was in 
the Navy when the English Fleet paid its famous visit 
to Cherbourg, he must have left Wiltshire when he was 
a very small boy indeed. ; 

They got higher and higher into the mountains as 
the evening fell, and the mists closed down upon them, 


It was but vaguely 


Outside they heard nothing but the rattle of the rain on 
the top of the carriage, and the tinkle of the horses’ 
bells. By-and-by the lamps were lit. Later they were 
in absolute blackness—plunging through the streaming 
night. But they were contented enough. { 

When the carriage stopped they were quite sur- 
prised. Spliigen already? And where was the inn? 
Frank King sprung out, and found himself in a sort 
of big square, with the rain pelting down, and the build- 
ing opposite him apparently closed. But presently a 
man appeared with a lantern, who informed him that 
they could have beds certainly, but in the dépendance, 
as the hotel was overcrowded. “Then the gentleman 
with the lantern disappeared. 

It was fortunate, indeed, for these young ladies that 
they had a male protector and champion with them; for 
the bad weather had detained many people; the hotel 
was crammed-full; and as this was the table d’héte hour, 
the landlord and all his staff—with every disposition in 
the world to be obliging—were at their wits’ end. 
Everyone was wanted in the dining-chamber: how could 
anyone look after the new arrivals; or show them their 
rooms on the other side of the square ; or attend to their 
luggage? Now it was that this young sailor began to 
show a touch of authority. First of all he got the 
young ladies to descend, and bundled them into the 
little reading-room: that was clearing the decks for 
action. The last they saw of him was that he had 
seized a man by the collar and was quietly, but firmly, 


taking him to the door, addressing him the while in an . 
extraordinary mixture of French and German concerning 
luggage, and rooms, and the necessity of a lantern to 
show people across the square. In about a quarter of 
an hour he returned, dripping wet. 

* Well, that’s all settled,” he said, cheerfully, as he 
dried his face with his handkerchief. ‘I’ve seen the 
rooms—yery big, and bare, and cold; but the best they 
have. And I’ve left Miss Parsons in the kitchen, tear- 
ing her hair over some things that have got wet. And 
I’ve got four places at the table d’héte, which is going 
on. Now if you wish to go and see your rooms and 
dress for dinner there is. a little girl waiting with a 
lantern ; or if you prefer going in to the fable d’héte at 
once” 

“Oh, certainly,” said Miss Beresford. ‘“ Let us take 
it when we can get it. They won’t mind us going in as 
we are. We all look respectable enough, if it wasn’t 
for Nan’s hair: she must haye been asleep.”’ 

* At all events, you will find it warm in here,” said 
he, leading the way, “and that’s something. ‘The bed- 
rooms will make you shiver, they look like a jail; you 
must remember you are up some height now.” 

So crowded and busy was the modest little Speisesaal 
that they entered quite unnoticed, and found themselves 
relegated to a small side-table at the upper end of the 
room. It was a most comfortable and excellent arrange- 
ment, and the pleasant good humour that had prevailed 
throughout the afternoon did not desert them now. 
Eyen Nan began to make little jokes—in her quiet way ; 
and as for Lieutenant Frank King, he was so particularly 
civil to everybody that the landlord himself went away 
to get the wine he had ordered. 

“One thing is certain,” said Frank King. ‘“‘ We 
are in a capital position for raking that dinner-table 
from end to end with criticism. Look at the big man 
in the middle. Did you eyer see anybody so pompous, 
and stilted, and portentous? He never speaks. I believe 
he must be first cousin to the Sphinx.” 

“He is only the centre of gravity—every dinner- 
table should have that, you know,” said Nan, shyly. 

He gave her a quick look, and said, 

“Do you know, Miss Anne, you have made a great 
discovery? You have discovered the raison d’étre of 
stupid people.” 

“Have I?” said Nan, with a laugh. 
be first cousin to M. Jourdain.” 

“They are the ballast of the social ship, don’t you 
see?” he said eagerly. ‘* You can’t sail a ship without 
ballast; and without the weight of the stupid people 
the feather-headed people—the topsail-headed people— 
would tear everything out of her and send her flying. 
And so you want a good substantial centre of gravity at 
a dinner-table, as you say; a solid root for lighter things 
to branch from; a buffer coming between the electric 
sparks ”” 


“Then I must 
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“JT am afraid we are getting a little bit mixed,” said 
Mary Beresford, with her cold smile. : 

“J wish, Lieutenant King,’ said Edith, who was 
just a trifle annoyed, “that you would begin and talk 
to Nan about logarithms and co-sines and triangles and 
things like that. She crushes us, because we don’t 
know. Now we should like to see her found out.”’ 

“T am too wise to try anything of the kind,” said 
Frank King, laughing. ‘‘ It might be the other way 
round. It is more likely that Miss Nan would find me 
out.”’ 

So they chatted; and the evening assed cheerfully 
and pleasantly ; and they retired to rest early, for they 
had to start betimes in the morning. Already Lieu- 
tenant Frank King seemed quite to belong to the party ; 
it was the most natural thing in the world that 
he should sit at the same table and order things for 
them. And no one noticed—he did not notice it him- 
self—that he had advanced from ‘Miss Anne” to 
“Miss Nan.’”’ Perhaps he would soon drop the ** Miss” 
altogether ! 


CHAPTER VIII. 
SNOW AND MIST AND SUNLIGHT. 


The desolation of that next morning! A wonder of 
snow outside the windows—the large dark flakes 
slowly, noiselessly passing the panes; snow on 
the open space fronting the great, gaunt hostelry; 
snow on the small spire of the church; and snow 
on the far reaches of the hills, retreating up there 
into the grey mists, where every pine-tree was a 
sharp black thing on the broad expanse of white. 
The girls were greatly downcast. They had their 
breakfast brought to them, in the big, cold room ; 
they took it hurriedly, with scarcely a word. They 
saw Parsons rushing across the square ; when she 
came in there were flakes of snow in her hair, and 
her fingers were blue with cold. 

“The English go abroad for pleasure,” said 
Edith, with sarcasm. 

By-and-by, they heard the jingle of the bells 
outside, and on going below they found Frank 
King in the doorway, encased from head to foot 
in an ulster. 

“This is, indeed, luck—this is great luck,” 
said he, blithely. 

“Luck do you call it?” said Edith Beresford. 

“ Certainly,” said he. “The first snow of the 
year! Most opportune. Of course, you must see 
the Spliigen Pass in snow.” 

“We shan’t see anything,” said Edith, in 

gloom. ; 
“‘Never mind,’ said Miss Beresford, good- 
naturedly ; “we shall have crossed the Alps in a 
snowstorm, and that sounds well. And I daresay 
we shall amuse ourselves somehow. Do you 
feel inclined to give up your carriage to-day 
again?” 

She had turned to Frank King. There was a smile 
on her face; for she guessed that it was no great 
sacrifice on his part. Moreover, she had enjoyed that 
drive the day before; the presence of a fourth person 
broke the monotony of the talking of three girls 
together. It is needless to add that Frank King eagerly 
welcomed her proposal, and in due course the two 
carriages drove away from the big, bare hostelry to 
enter the unknown mountain-world. 

A strange world they found it, when once they had 
left the level of the little valley, and begun to climb the 
steep and twisting road cut on the face of the mountain. 


The aspect of things changed every few minutes, as the 
rolling mists slowly blotted out this or that portion of 
the landscape, or settled down so close that they could 
see nothing but the wet snow in the road, and the 
black-stemmed pines beyond, with their green branches 
stretching out towards them through the pall of cloud. 
Then sometimes they would look down into extra- 
ordinary gulfs of mist; extraordinary because, far below 
them, they would find the top of a fir-tree, the branches 
laden with snow, the tree itself apparently resting on 
nothing—floating in mid-air. It was a phantasmal 
world altogether ; the most cheerful feature of it being 
that at last the snow had ceased to fall. 

This decided Nan to get out for a walk. 

“You will be wet through,” her eldest sister 
exclaimed. 

“ My boots are thick,” said Nan, “and Parsons has 
my waterproof.” 

When she had got down, and disappeared, Miss 
Beresford said, 

“She is a strange girl. 
alone.” 

“She seems to think a great deal, and she always 
thinks in her own way,” said Frank King.  “ No doubt 
she prefers to be alone; but—but don’t you think I 
ought to get out and see that she is all right ?” 

“There are no brigands in these mountains, are 
there ?”’ said Miss Beresford, laughing. 

‘And she can’t lose her way,’’ said the more serious 
Edith, ‘‘ unless she were to fall over the side.” 

“T think I will get out,” he said; and he called to 
the driver. 

He found that Nan was already some way ahead— 
or, rather, overhead; but he soon overtook her. She 
was startled when she saw him, for the snow had 
deadened the sound of his approach. 

‘‘ T believe it will clear soon,” he said, at a venture. 

“It is altogether very strange,” Nan said, in some- 
thing of a lower voice. ‘The fir-trees laden with snow 
like that ; the cold; the gloom : it looks like some bygone 
Christmas come back suddenly. It is strange to find 
yourself in another part of the year : yesterday, summer ; 
to-day, winter. I should not be surprised to meet a cart 
filled with holly, or to hear the bells ringing for morn- 
ing service.” 

“You know there are people who never see winter,” 
said he. ‘I wonder what it feels ike when you move 
from place to place, so as to live in a perpetual Spring 
and Summer.” 

“T don’t think it can be the real Spring,” she said, 
after a second. ‘The Summer, I suppose, is the same 
anywhere; it hasn’t the newness and the strangeness 
of the Spring. Wouldn’t it be a nice thing now to be 
able to take some poor English lady, who has been com- 
pelled to live all the early months of each year in the 
South, among hct-house sort of things, and just to show 
her for a minute a little English village in the real 
Spring-time, such as she must have known when she 
was a girl, with the daffodils in the cottage gardens, 
and the young leaves on the elm and the hawthorn. And 
perhaps a lark would be singing high up; and there 
might be a scent of wallflower ; and the children coming 
home with daisy-wreaths. She would ery, perhaps ; but 


She always wants to be 


) 
} 


she would like it better than the hot-house flowers and 
the Riviera. There are some things that have a wonder- 
ful way of bringing back old memories—the first smell 
of wallflower in the Spring is one; and the first fall of 
snow in the Winter. And there’s an old-fashioned kind 
of musky smell, too, that always means Sunday clothes, 
and a tall pew, and a yillage choir.” 

“But you seem to have a strong faculty of asso- 
ciation,’ said young Frank King, who was far more 
interested in Nan than in musk. 

“T don’t know,” she said, carelessly. “I don’t study 
myself much. But I knowI haye a strong bump of 


grave smile. 
coastguardsmen and sailors down there; I dare say some 
of your men must have heard of her. 
looking woman, and yery pleasant in her manner; and 
quite intelligent. 
never made her acquaintance till the week before last.” 


it when I get back, if mamma will let me. 
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locality—isn’t that what they call it? I wish I had 
been born in a splendid place. I wish I had been born 
among great mountains, or amongst remote sea-islands, 
or even beautiful lake-scenery ; and I know I should 
have loved my native place passionately and yearned for 
it; and I should have thought it was the most beautiful 
place in the world—especially when I was away from * 
it—for that’s the usual way. But when you are born 
in London and live in Brighton, you can’t make much 
out of that.” 

Then she added, with some compunction, 

“Not but that I am very fond of the south coast. I 
know it so well; and of course you get fond of any- 
thing that you are very intimate with, especially if other 
people don’t know much about it. And there is far 
more solitariness about the south coast than the people 
imagine who come down to the Bedford Hotel for a 
week.” 

“ You are a great walker, are you not?” he said. 

“ Oh, no; but I walk a good deal.” 

«And always alone?” 

“Generally. It is very seldom I have a companion. 


Do you know Singing Sal?” 


“Singing Sal? No. How shouldI? Who is 


she ?”’ 


‘A kind of tramping musician,” said Nan, with a 
‘*She is a friend of the fishermen and 


She is a good- 
I have seen her yery often; but I 


“« Her acquaintance !”’ 
“Yes;” said Nan, simply. ‘ And I mean to renew 


Singing Sal 


knows far more about the coast than I do, and I want 
to learn more. 


Oh, look!” 

Both of them had been for some time aware of a 
yague luminousness surrounding them, as if the 
sun wanted to get through the masses of vapour ; 
but at this moment she, happening to turn her 
head, found that the wind had in one direction 
swept away the mist, and behold! far away in the 
valley beneath them, they could see the village of 
Spliigen, shining quite yellow in the sunlight. 
Then the clouds slowly closed over the golden 
little picture; and they turned and walked on. 
But in front of them, overhead, the wind was 
still at work ; and there were threads of keen blue 
now appearing over the twisting vapours. Things 
began to be more cheerful. Both the carriages 
behind had been thrown open. Nan’s face 
looked pink, after one’s eyes had got so used to the 
whiteness of the snow. 

“‘I suppose there are no people so warmly 
attached to their country as the Swiss are,” she 
said (she was not ordinarily a chatterbox, but the 
cold, keen air seemed to haye vivified her). “I 
am very glad the big thieves of the world left 
Switzerland alone. It would haye been a shame 
to steal this little bit from so brave a people. 
Do you know the song of the Swiss soldier in 
the trenches at Strasburg? I think it is one of 
the most pathetic songs in the world.” 

“No, I don’t,” he said—how delighted he 
was to let her ramble on in this way—revealing 
the clear, beautiful soul, as Singing Sal might 
haye thought. 

“He tells the story himself,’ she continued. 
“Tt is the sound of the Alphorn that has brought 
this sorrow to him, he says. He was in the 


trenches, at night; and he heard the sound of the 
Alphorn far away, and nothing would do but that he 
must try to escape and reach his Fatherland by swim- 
ming the river. 
the officers and condemned to be shot; and he only asks 
his brother soldiers to fire straight 
going to spoil it.” 


Then he is taken ; and brought before 


But I am not 


She put her hand up furtively for a second to her 


eyes; and then she said cheerfully— 


_ “TI have had enough walking. Suppose we wait for 


the carriage ?”’ 


“I think I ought to apologise to you, Miss Anne,” 


HOLIDAY NUMBER OF THE ILLUSTRATED LONDON NEWS, 1881.— 15 


ENGRAVED BY R. AND E. TAYLCR.. 


“You know there are people who never see winter,’ said he.” 
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saidhe. ‘You prefer walking by yourself—I ought 
not to have come and bothered you.” 

“It is of no consequence,” said Nan, looking back 
for the carriage, “so long as you hayen’t wet your 
feet.” 

They got into the carriage and continued on their 
way; and very soon it became apparent, from the 
flashes of sunlight and gleams of blue, that they had 
worked their way up through the cloud-layers. In 
process of time, indeed, they got clear of the mists 
altogether, and emerged on to the higher valleys of the 
Alps—vast, sterile, the white snow-plains glittering in 
the sun, except where the rocks showed through in 
points of intense black. There were no longer any 
pines. They were in a world of snow and barren rocks 
and brilliant sunlight, with a cold, luminous blue sky 
overhead; themselves the only living creatures visible ; 
their voices sounding strangely distinct in the silence. 

When they were quite at the summit of the pass, a 
smurr, as they say in Scotland, came over ; but it did not 
last. By the time they had got the drags on the wheels, 
the vast gorge before them—descending and winding 
until it disappeared in a wall of mountains of the deepest 
blue—was again filled with sunlight; and now they 
began to be a little bit sheltered from the wind as the 
horses trotted and splashed through the wet snow, 
carrying them away down into Italy. 

They lunched at Campo Doleino, still some thousands 
of feet above the level of the sea. ‘Then on again, swing- 
ing away at a rapid pace down into a mighty valley ; 
rattling through galleries cut in the solid rock; then 
out again into the grateful. sunlight ; taking the sharp 
curyes of the road at the same breakneck speed; with 
always below them—and so far below them that it was 
silent—a rushing river sweeping down between fair 
pastures and dots of villages. As the evening fell, this 
clatter of hoofs and wheels came to a sudden end; for 
they were entering the town of Chiavenna, and there 
you must go at walking pace through the narrow little 
thoroughfares. It was strange for them to come down 
from the snow-world into this ordinary little town, and 
to find in the hotel not only all sorts of products of a 
high civilisation, but even people who were speaking the 
familiar English tongue. ; 

There was a telegram addressed “ Lieutenant F. H. 
King, R.N.,” in the case in the bureau; when Frank 
King had got it out and read it he was silent for a 
second or two. 

‘“T hope there is no bad news,’ said Miss Beresford, 
in a kindly way. She was not a very sympathetic 
person ; but Frank King had brightened up their tour 
during these last two days, and she was in a measure 
grateful to him. > 

“No,” he said, absently. ‘‘ Oh, no, not bad news. 
The telegram is from the officer I left in charge of the 
Fly-by-Night; I rather think that I shall be setting out 
home again in a couple of days.” 

‘Oh, I am sorry for that,” she said, quite naturally. 

“You go on again to-morrow, Miss Beresford?” 

** We were proposing to do so.” 

‘And where do you think of going to when you get 
to Lake Como ?” 

** Bellagio, most probably.” 

“Oh, well, I will go with you as far as Bellagio, if 
I may,” he said, somewhat thoughtfully. 


CHAPTER IX. 
THE SERENATA. 
Next morning also he was preoccupied and anxious, 
insomuch that even Nan noticed it, and good-naturedly 
hoped he had had no bad news. He started somewhat. 

“No, oh no,” he said. ‘ Only the telegram I got 
last night makes it necessary for me to start for home 
to-morrow.” ; 

“Then, at least,’”’ said Nan cheerfully, “‘ you will see 
Lake Como before you go.” 

Her eldest sister smiled in her superior way. 

*‘Nan’s head is full of romance,’ she said. ‘She 
expects to see the Como of the print-shops: don’t you, 
Nan? Blue water and golden boats and pink hills, and 
Claude Melnotte’s castle lifting its—whatever was it ?— 
to eternal summer. I am afraid the quotation is not 
quite correct.” 

And the truth was that, despite this warning, Nan 
did seem somewhat disappointed when, after hours of 
rattling and splashing along a muddy road, they came 
upon a stretch of dirty, chalky-green water that in a 
manner mirrored the grey and barren crags above it. 

“That isn’t Como!” cried Nan. ‘It can’t be.” 

“Oh, but it is,’ Miss Beresford said, laughing. ‘At 
least it’s the upper end of it.” 

But Nan would not believe it; and when at last 
they reached Colico, and fought their way through the 
crowd of swarthy good-for-nothings who strove to attach 
themselves to every scrap of luggage, and when they 
had got on board the steamer and secured commanding 
positions on the upper deck, then Nan declared that 
they were about to see the real Lake of Como. It was 
observed that the young sailor glanced once or twice 
rather anxious:y at the sky and the seething clouds. 

Well, they sailed away down through this stretch 
of pallid green water, that was here and there ruffled 
with wind, and here and there smooth enough to reflect 
the silver-grey sky; and they called at successive little 
villages ; and they began to be anxious about a certain 
banking up of purple clouds in the south-west. They 
forgot about the eternal summer, and got out their water- 
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proofs. They were glad to find themselves drawing 
near to Bellagio, and its big hotels, and villas, and 
terraced gardens. The wind had risen; the driven 
green water was here and there hissing white ; and just 
as they were landing, a pink flash of lightning darted 
across that dense wall of purple cloud, and there was a 
long and reverberating rattle of thunder. 

“Tt seems to me we have just got in in time,” said 
Frank King in the hall of the hotel. 

The storm increased in fury. ‘The girls could scareely 
dress for dinner through being attracted to the window 
by the witches’ cantrips outside. The thunder-blackness 
in the south-west had deepened ; the wind was whirling 
by great masses of vapour; the water was springing 
high along the terraces ; and the trees in the terraced 
gardens were blown this way and that, even though 
their branches were heavy with rain. Then it was that 
Edith Beresford said— 

“Nan, you ought to persuade Lieutenant King to 
stay over another day. He hasn’t seen Como. ‘This 
isn’t Como.” 

“JT?” said Nan, sharply. “ What have I to do 
with it? He can go or stay as he pleases.” 

“ Besides,”’ continued Edith, “ in consequence of this 
tempo cattivo” 

“I suppose that means weather that rains cats and 
dogs,” said Nan, whose anger was of the briefest 
duration. 

te the grand Serenata is put off till to-morrow 
night. Now he ought to stay and see the illuminations 
of the boats.” 

‘<The illuminations!’’ said Nan. 
he had something else to think of.” 

Nevertheless, when, at diiner, Miss Edith was good 
enough to put these considerations before Lieutenant 
King, he seemed very anxious to assent ; and he at once 
called for a time-table ; and eventually made out that 
by taking the night-train somewhere or other he could 
remain at Bellagio over the next day. And he was 
rewarded, so far as the weather went. The morning 
was quite Como-like—fair and blue and calm; the sun 
shining on the far wooded hills and on the sparkling little 
villages at their foot; the green lake still running high, 
with here and there a white tip breaking; a blaze of 
sunlight on the gardens below—on the green acacia- 
branches and the masses of scarlet salvia—and on the 
white hot terraces where the lizards lay basking. 

It was a long, idle, delicious day; and somehow he 
contrived to be near Nan most of the time. He was 
always anxious to know what she thought about this or 
about that; he directed her attention to various things ; 
he sometimes talked to her about his ship—and about 
what sailors thought of when they were far from home and 
friends. They went out on the lake—these four; the 
hot sun had stilled the water somewhat; reclining in 
the cushioned stern of the boat, in the shelter of the 


“T should think 


_ awning, they could hear the bells on shore iaint and 


distant. Or they walked in that long allée leading from 
one end of the gardens—the double line of short 
chestnuts offering cool and pleasant shadow ; the water 
lapping along the stone parapet beside them; and 
between each two of the stems a framed picture, as it 
were, of the lake and the velvet-soft slopes beyond. It 
was all very pretty, they said. It was a trifle common- 
place, perhaps; there were a good many hotels and little 
excursion-steamers about ; and perhaps here and there a 
suggestion of the toy-shop. But it was pretty. Indeed, 
towards sunset it was very nearly becoming something 
more. Then the colours in the skies deepened ; in the 
shadows below the villages were lost altogether; and 
the mountains, growing more and more sombre under 
the rich gold above, began to be almost fine. One half 
forgot the Cockneyism and familiarity of the place, and 
for a moment had a glimpse of the true loneliness and 
solemnity of the hills. 

As the dusk fell, they began to bethink themselves 
of what was before them. ; 

“It would have been a bad thing for the musicians 
from La Seala if they had attempted to go out last 
evening,” Miss Beresford remarked. 

“It will be a bad thing for us,” said Edith, who was 
the musical one, * if we attempt to go on board their 
steamer this evening. It will be far too loud. You 
should never be too near. And, especially where there 
is water, music sounds so well at some distance.” 

“You can hire a small boat, then,” said Nan. 
“ They are all putting up their Chinese lanterns.” 

“Oh, | wouldn't advise that,’ said Frank King, 
quickly. ‘I don’t think it would be safe.” 

«A sailor afraid of boats!’’ said Miss Edith, with a 
laugh. 

“Oh, as for that,’ said Nan, warmly, “everyone 
knows that it’s those who are most ignorant of boats 
who are most reckless in them. It’s very casy to be 
brave if you’re stupidly ignorant. I know papa used 
to say it was always the most experienced sportsman 
who took most earé about unloading his gun on going 
into a house. Why, if you *re walking along the Pier, 
and see some young fools standing up in a boat and 
rocking it until the wale touches the water, you 
may be sure they’re haberdashers down from the 
Borough for a day, who have never been in a boat 
before.” $ 

In the dusk they could not see that Frank King’s 
face flushed with pleasure at this warm defence ; but he 
only said, quietly, 

“You see, there will be ten or twelve steamers 
churning about in the dark; and if some carcless boat- 


man were to make, a mistake—or lose his head—you 
might be under the paddles in a second. I think you 
should either get on board or stay ashore ; and I should 
say you were as well off here as anywhere. You will see 
the procession on the lake very well; and even if 
they should halt over there at Cadenabbia for the music 
we could hear it here excellently.” —_, 

“It is very good advice, Edith,” said Miss Beres- 
ford, seriously. “I don’t at all like small boats.” And 
there goes the first dinner-bell: so let ’s make haste.” 

At dinner Frank King did not say much ; he seemed 
to be thinking of his departure on the morrow. Once, 
however, when they happened to be talking about 
Brighton, he looked across the table to Nan, and said, 

* Oh, by-the-way, what was the name of the woman 
you told me about—whom you met on the downs?” 

“Singing Sal,” answered Nan, with composure. 

“T shall ask about her when I get to Portsmouth,” 
he said. 

‘“‘ She is seldom in the big towns; she prefers tramp- 
ing by herself along the country-roads.”’ 

“Is this another of Nan’s protegées ?” asked Miss 
Beresford. “She knows the most extraordinary people. 
She is like the children when they are sent down to the 
beach when the tide is low: they are always most de- 
lighted with the monsters and hideous things they can 
pick up.” Sr 

“You must have seen Singing Sal,” said Nan, 
quietly. “And she is neither monstrous nor hideous. 
She is very well dressed, and she sings with a great deal 
of feeling.” 

“Perhaps she will come and have afternocn-tea with 
us?” said Edith, with a sarcastic air. 

“*T don’t think she would find it interesting cnough,” 
Nan answered, calmly, E 

When, after dinner, they went out on to the balcony 
above the garden, they found that the wonders of the 
night had already begun. Far on the other side of the 
lake the houses of Cadenabbia were all ablaze with 
millions of small gold points, the yellow glow from 
which glimmered down on the black water. Then in 
the garden here there were rows upon rows of Chinese 
lanterns, ofall colours, just moving in the almost imper- 
ceptible breeze ; while along the shore, the villas had 
their frontage-walls decorated with brilhant lines of 
illuminated cups, each a crimson, or white, or emerald 
star. Moreover, at the steps of the terrace below, there 
was-a great bustle of boats; and each boat had its pink 
paper lantern glowing like a huge firefly in the dark- 
ness; and there was a confusion of chaffering, and 
calling, with brightly-dressed figures descending by the 
light of torches, and disappearing into the unknowr. 
Then these boats began to move away—with their 
glowworm lanterns swaying in the black night. The 
hotel seemed almost deserted. There was silence along 
the shores. 

By-and-by, at a great distance, they beheld a 
wonderful thing come slowly into view—far away in 
the open space of darkness that they knew to be the 
lake. It was at first only a glow of crimson ; but as it 
came nearer, this glow separated into points, each point 
aruby-coloured shaft of fire, and they saw that this must 
be asteamer illuminated by red lamps. And then another 
steamer, and another, came sailing up, with different 
colours gleaming; until one, far higher than the 
others—a great mass of glittering gold—appeared in 
the midst of them, and round this all the fleet of small 
boats, that were, of course, only distinguishable by their 
parti-coloured lanterns, seemed to gather. 

“Thet is the steamer that has the musicians, 
clearly,” said Frank King. 

“Yes; but I don’t hear any music,” answered 
Edith, in a voice that seemed rather ominous. 

They sate and waited. The last of the guests had 

t into the small boats and gone away ; they were left 
alone in front of the big hotel. The moon was rising 
behind the hills in the south, and already the surface: 
of the lake was beginning to declare itself{—a dull blue- 
black. . 

“I cannot hear the least sound; is it possible they 
can be playing?” said Edith, disappointedly. 

It was a beautiful spectacle, at all events, even if 
there were no sound accompanying it. For now the 
moon had risen clear, and.there was a pale soft light 
all along the northern hills, and just enough radiance 
lying over the bosom of the lake to show the darkness 
of the hulls of the distant steamers. And then, as they 
watched, some order seemed to grow out of that con- 
fusion of coloured lights; the high golden mass drew 
away, and then the others followed, until the long 
undulating line seemed like some splendid meteor in 
the night. There was no sound. Cadenabbia, with all 
its yellow fire, was as clearly deserted as this Bellagio 


‘here, with all its paper lanterns and coloured cups. 


The procession had slowly departed. The Serenata was 
taking place somewhere else. The gardens of this hotel 
were silent but for the occasional voices of Frank King: 
and his companions. 

Well, they laughed away their disappointment ; and 
chatted pleasantly, and enjoyed the beautiful night, 
until Miss Beresford thought it was time for them to go 
indoors. 

But, where ’s Nan,” she said. “ That girl is neyer 
to be found.” 

‘“T think I can find her,’ said Frank King, rising 
hastily. He had been regarding for some time back 
that long allée between the chestnuts, and a dark 
figure there that was slowly pacing up and down, occa- 
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TWO POPULAR NOVELS, 


MRS. GEOFFREY. By the Author of “ Molly Bawn,’’ 
“Beauty’s Daughters,” 


* Airy Fairy Lilian,” *‘ Phyliis,"’ 
&e. 3 vols., post &vo, 


FOUR CROTCHETS TO A BAR. By the Author of 


“The Gwillians.” 3 vols., post 8vo. 


ORKS BY RICHARD JEFFERIES. 
ILLUSTRATED tM “ THE GAMEKEEPER 


Large crown 8yv0, 10s. 6d., 

THE GAMEKEEPER AT HOME; 
Natural History, Rural Life, and Poaching. 
trations, specially drawn for the -work by 
Also the Third 


. Edition. Crown 8vo, 7s. 6d. 
THE AMATEUR POACHER. Crown 8vo, 5s. 
HODGE AND HIS MASTERS. 2 vols., crown 8vo, 


\ ° THE EDITION DE LUXE. 
Complete in Twenty-four volumes. imperial Svo, 


containing 248 Steel Engravings, 1473 W. 
and 88 Coloured Illustrations. 


China Paper. 


Only One Thousand Copies printed: each set numbered. 


The Work can be obtained by subscription only. 
Particulars regarding the Terms of Subscription, &e., 
from any Bookseller. 

THE LIBRARY EDITION, 


with Llustrations by the Author, Richard Doyle, and Frederick 
Walker, 22 vols., large crown &vo, handsomely bound in cloth, 
price £8 5s. ; or, half russia, marbled edges, £12128. The volumes 

rice 7s. 6d. each; or in boards, 
le of binding, Novels, 12 vols.. 
bevelled boards, gilt top, £4105. ; Miscellanies, 10 vols., bevelied 


ure sold separately, in cloth, 
6s. 6d. each ; also in a new st 


boards, gilt top, £5 15s. 
THE POPULAR EDITION. 


Twelve vols., crown Svo, with Frontispiece to each volume, | 
scarlet cloth, gilt top, price £3; and, in half morocco, price | 


at oe Also, the Vols. separately, in cloth, price ds, each. 
NEW AND CHEAPER ILLUSTRATED EDITION. 
Twenty-four volumes, crown Svo. 


METHOD OF TEACHING THE DEAF AND 
DUMB SPEECH, LIP-READING, AND LANGUAGE. 
With Illustrations and Exercises. By THOMAS ARNOLD. | 


or, Sketches of 
With 41 Ilns- 
ft harles Whymper. 
lition, without Mlustrations, crown yo, fs. 


ROUND ABOUT A GREAT ESTATE. Crown $yo, 5s. 
WILD LIFE IN A SOUTHERN COUNTY. Third 


M. THACKERAY’S WORKS. 


Engrayings, 
The Steel and Wood Engravings are all printed on real 


price 3s. 6d. each. Con- 


work in Part 7» of “ Little Folks.” 


Now ready, price 3s. 6d.; or in cloth gilt, s., 
HE MIDSUMMER VOLUME 
“LITTLE FOLKS.” 


with nearly 500 ILLUSTRATIONS and COLOURED 
FRONTISPIECE. 


A®?- 


HERKOMER'S large Design for a 


several Thousand extra copies. 
can still be procured by order from any Bookselle 


en issued.’” 


» 


Price Is. 
Prominent Contributions in the July Part are s— 
ALMA TADEMA'S “SAPPHO" (Frontispiece). 
HERKOMER'S 
and numerous other exa 
Royal Academy, with descriptive text. 


12s, 


» CasseLL, Perrer, Gaurin, and Co., Ludgate-hill, London. 


A New competition is announced in connection with this 


of 


Cassel, Perrer, GaLrin, and Uo., Ludgate-hill, London. 


A2&!, THE MAGAZINE OF. Monthly, 1s. 


NOTICE.—_THE MAGAZINE OF ART for. MAY. 
The greatly increased demand for this Part (which eon- 
tains the Engraving and Article descriptive of Mr. 
PICTORIAL 
t ADVERTISEMEN'T) has necessitated the production oi 
This Purt, therefore, 


Town or Country. The “Illustrated London News" 
prongs this Part ‘the most striking which has yet 


de MAGAZINE OF ART for JULY, 


“ MISSING” (Full-Page Engraving), 
ples of Pictures at tae 


THE SALON: Descriptive Article, with four finished 


Engravings. 


THE NEW NATURAL HISTORY 


MUSEUM AT 


SOUTH KENSINGION. With Views of the Interior 


and Exterior, and many fine examples of details 


of 


the Architecture, exempufying Natural History forms. 


ENGLISH BIRDS AND THELR HAUNTS. 
FLAXMAN’S CAREER. 
THE STORY OF AN ARTIST'S STRUGGLES. 


The “ Times"’ says:—*‘ The Magazine of Art,’ within a con- 


trations are, of course, numerous, ranging from the freest 
etchin 
‘The Jetter) dd, bei 
to suit all astes, from the most w the least artistic.” 


/ CASSELL, PETTER, GALPIN, and CO.'s 
CATIONS, consisting of Bibles and Religious Work 


Ipne 


venient compass, contains a very store house of art. ‘The illus- 


vt 


and woodcuts up to the most euborate engravings. 
is particularly good and varied, being desigued 


Cassenn, Perrer, Gauri, and Co., Ludgate-hill, London. 


OMPLETE CATALOGUES of Messrs. 
PUSLI- 

Children's Hooks, Dicti Bducationat Works, 
| Vot ildren’s Books, ctionaries, Educational Works, 
| History; Natural History, Household aud Domestic Treatises, 
Handbooks and Guides, Science, Travels, &c., together with u 
Synopsis of their numerous Illustrated Serial Publications, 


taining nearly all the small Woodcut Tlustrations of the y lication to CasseLL, Perren, Garin 
former Editions and many new Hlustrations by eminent sent, t-free, on applic: * » GALPIN, 
‘Artists. ‘Thisy Edition  containsaltogether 1626 INustrations, | #nd Cd., Ludgate-hill, London, 


Sets, £4 4s. in cloth; £8 in half morocco, 


ig 


I AND.—EVERY SATURDAY, price 64. 
4 


ao by some of es as saree modern eetters jncialng —— --—— —_———— 
© Bron rs, W. M. ora, 10) arles a= : be . 
Reade Anthony. ‘Grolinvel, Mrs, Gaskell, a Lens Linton, JAN A Journal for pes interested in 
Katharine 8. Macquoid, Leigh Hunt, Wilkie Collins, Holme Lee, Landed and House Prope! arty, 
Erckmann-Chatrian, the Author of “ John fax,"" Hamilton with which is incorpora' 


«Index to the Estate and Exchange Registers."" 


dy Volumes, + Se ae 
rinted in clear bold t; on paper. Feap svo, tim cloth, EVERY SATURDAY, price 6d. 
price Half a Crown anes oP Feap 8vO, Doars, Pictorial Covers, Yearly Subscription vy post, 28s., post-free. 


price 2s. each, 
London: Surru, Expen, and Co., 15, Water“o0-place. 


tei and Published for the Proprietors by 
Cisne Barren Gates, and Co., Ludgate-hill, London, 


= 


PARCHMENT LIBRARY, 


1 
Choicely printed on hand-made paper, bound in lim parch- 
ment, atane: price 63, each ; sa Hg fd. eack yi 


““A beautiful little series.""—St. vames's Gazette, 
“There is no more agreeable series.”’—Athenxum, 


SHAKESPEARE’S SONNETS. Edited by 


EDWARD DOWDEN. With Miniature Frontispiece, etched 
by Leopold Lowenstam, after the Death Mask. 


ENGLISH ODES. Selected by E.W. GOOSE: 


Anthor of “ Studies in the Literature of Northern Europe.” 
With Frontispiece by Hamo Thornycroft, A.RLA. 
By 


ON THE IMITATION OF CHRIST. = 
wi a 


‘THOMAS & KEMPIS. A revised Translation, 
Miniature Frontispiece on India paper from a design by 


W. B. Richmond. 
PERCY 


POEMS SELECTED FROM 
With 


BYSSHE SHELLEY. Dedicated to Lady Shelley. | 
Preface by Richard Garnett, With Minature Frontispiece. 


TENNYSON’S IN MEMORIAM. A New 
Edition, with a Miniature Portrait in eau forte by Le Rat, 
after a photograph by the late Mrs. Cameron. 

TENNYSON’S THE PRINCESS. A Medley. 


With a Miniature Frontispiece by H. M. Paget, and a Tail- 
piece in outline by Gordon Browne. 1 


NEW HALF-CROWN SERIES 


SISTER DORA: a Biography. By 
MARGARET LONSDALE. The Twenty-third Thousand, 


TRUE WORDS FOR BRAVE MEN. A 
Rook for Soldierstand Sailors. By the late CHARLES 
KINGSLEY. Eighth Edition. 

AN INLAND VOYAGE. By ROBERT 
LOUIS STEVENSON. Second Edition. 

TRAVELS WITH A DONKEY. By 
ROBERT LOUIS STEVENSON. Third Edition. 

A NOOK IN THE APENNINES. By 
LEADER SCOTT. Second Edition. 

LETTERS FROM RUSSIA. By Count 


VON MOLTKB, Second Edition. 


NOTES OF TRAVELS. _ Being Extracts 
from the Journals of Count VON MOLTKE, Second Edition. 


POPULAR NOVELS, IN ONE VOLUME. 


With Frontispiece. Crown 8yo, cloth, 65. each. 


THROUGH A- NEEDLE’S EYE. 
HESBA STRETTON. 


THE EGOIST. A Comedy in Narrative. 
By GEORGE MEREDITH. 


THE ORDEAL OF RICHARD FEVERAL- 
By GEORGE MEREDITH, 


WITHIN SOUND OF THE SHA. By the 
Author of “ Vera,” “ Blue Roses,"’ &c. 

BLUE ROSES. By the Author of ‘‘ Vera,” 
&e. 


SEETA. By Colonel MEADOWS TAYLOR. 


A NOBLE QUEEN. By Colonel MEADOWS 
TAYLOR. : 


TIPPOO SULTAUN. By Colonel MEADOWS 
TAYLOR. : 


RALPH DARNELL. By Colonel MEADOWS 
TAYLOR. 


By 


THE CONFESSIONS OF A THUG. By 
Colonel MEADOWS TAYLOR. 
TARA: A Mahratta Tale. By Colonel 


MEADOWS TAYLOR. 
MALCOLM. By GEORGE MACDONALD. 


MARQUIS OF LOSSIE. By GEORGE 


MACDONALD. 


ST. GEORGE AND-ST. MICHAEL. By 
GEORGE MACDONALD. Heh Bory 


OFF THESKELLIGS. By JEANINGELOW. 


‘THE RETURN OF THE NATIVE. * By 
THOMAS HARDY. 


A PAIR .OF BLUE EYES. . By THOMAS 


HARDY. 


GENTLE, AND SIMPLE. By 
AGNES PAUL. 


CASTLE BLAIR. By FLORA :L: SHAW. 


HERMANN AGHA. © By W. GIFFORD 
PALGRAVE. : . 


ISRAEL MORT—OVERMAN. By: JOHN 
SAUNDERS. : " 


KITTY. By Miss BETHAM-EDWARDS, 
PANDURANG HARI. ; 


MARGARET 


C. KEGAN PAUL and CO., | 
1, PATERNOSTER-SQUARE. 
es HE 


MAYFAIR LIBRARY. 
Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d. per vol. 

"THE NEW REPUBLIC. By W. H. MALLOCK. 
NEW PAUL AND VIRGINIA. By W. H. MALLOCK. 
ea BN 4 OF JOSHUA DAVIDSON. ° By E. 

NN-LINTON. . 
eae loess RE-TOLD. By WALTER THORN- 
"THOREAU : HIS LIFE AND AIMS, By H. A. PAGE. 
BY STREAM AND SEA. By WILLIAM SENIOR. 
JEUX D'ESPRIT. Edited by HENRY S. LEIGH. 
PUNIANA. By the Hon. HUGH ROWLEY. 
MORE PUNIANA. By the fon. HUGH ROWLEY. 
FUCK ON. PEGASUS. By, H. CHOLMO. 
‘CHARLES DICKENS'S SPEECHES. 
ORIGINAL PLAYS BY W. 5. GILBERT.” First 


Series. 

“ORIGINAL PLAYS BY W. 8. GILBERT. Second 
ries. 

MUSES OF MAYFAIR. Edited 
SDRC EY ehiatee 2 ee 


GASTRONOMY AS A’FINE ART. By BRILLAT- 
CAROLS OF COCKAYNE. | By HENRY 8. LEIGH. 
LITERARY FRIVOLITIES. By W. DOBSON 


PENCIL AND PALETTE.) B; 
BOOK OF CLERICAL AWN 


ROBERT KEMPT. 
DOTES. By JACOB 


AGONY COLUMN ‘TIMES 
“ee ” + 

pie tie OF (‘THE A Edited by 
LATTER DAY LYRICS. Edited by W. DAVENPORT 
PHILOSOPHY OF HANDWRITIN' FELIX 

DE SALAMANCA. batiad e if She 
THE CUPBOARD PAPERS. FIN-BEC, 
MELANCHOLY ANATOMISED, Abridgment of 


“* Burton's Anato. f Mel et 
CURIOSIITES OF “CRITICISM. By HENRY. J. 
ASTIMES AND PLAYERS, By ROBERT MAC- 


GREGOR. 
UIPS AND UIDDITIES Selected © 
id DAVENPORT Pose tgs fF ets 


Cuatro and Wixpws, Piccawliliy, W. 


* Lady Susan, and The 
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ESSRS. HATCHARD’S LIST. 


Crown &yo. cloth extra, 6s., with 12 fall- Illustrations. 
THE STORY OF JESUS FOR ‘LE CHILDREN. 
By Mrs. G. E. MORTON, 

Author of “ Friend in Need Papers,” &c. 

“The author, in Cer hi out her pur *to give the 

Gospel Story almost in full, yetin such s mple language as 

to be readily understood by a child of four or even less,” has 
been very successful.'’—Queen. 


B* BRENDA 
(Author of “ Froggy’s Little Brother,” &c.). 
1. FYNIE’S FLOWER. 
Small crown 8vo, cloth extra, 1s. 6d. With 3 Illustrations. 

“ Written with the same earnest piety which Characterises 
well-known worksof the authoress of * Nothing to Nobody ; 4 
when we have said it is quite equal to its predecessors we 
have given the little book a sufficient recommendation .""— 


John Bull. 
2, ESPECIALLY THOSE. 
‘A Story on the prayer ‘ For all conditions of men.” 
New Edition, with Illustrations, feap 8vo, cloth, 1s. 6d. 


B* ANN FRASER-TYTLER. 
Feap 8vo, cloth. with Illustrations, each 3s. 6d. 

1. LEILA; or, the Island. 

2. LEILA IN ENGLAND. 

3. LEILA AT HOME. 

4. MARY AND FLORENCE. Part I. 


5. MARY AND FLORENCE, Part IT. 

“These works are excellent, Miss 'Tytier's writings are 
especially valuable for their religious spirit. ‘The perfect nature 
and true art with which she sketches from juvenile life show 

Wwers Which might be more ambitiously displayed, but cannot 

ne better bestowed.'’—Quarterly Review. 


THE HISTORY OF THE FAIRCHILD FAMILY. 


By Mrs. SHERWOOD. 
Original Edition, in3 volumes, 12mo, cloth, cach 3s. 6d. 
Cheap Edition, in 1 vol., crown 8y¥o, 6 Illustrations, cloth, 5s. 


By E. M. C. 
1. EMBROIDERY ‘AND ART - NEEDLEWORK 
DESIGNS. In Packet, price 2s. 6d., post-free. 
THE LADY'S CREWEL EMBROIDERY. 
Two Series. Each with 12 Designs and Tracing Paper. 
2s. 6d, each, post-free. 
ALSO, BY THE SAME AUTHOR, 
Square 16mo, cloth, 1s. 6d, ; paper cover, Is. each, 
THE LADY'S ING BOOKS, Four Parts. 
’ THE LADY’S CROCHET BOOKS. Four Parts. 
. THE LADY’S WORK BOOKS. Two Parts. 
. THE LADY’S NETTING BOOK. One Part. 
Also, square 16mo, paper cover. 6d. each. 
. TEACHER'S ASSISTANT IN NEEDLEWORK. 
. THE KNITTING TEACHER'S ASSISTANT, 6d. 
Over 160,000 of the above Series have been sold, 


B*Y the AUTHOR of ‘‘ PEEP OF DAY.” | 


THE PEEP OF DAY. With Questions. 
20th Th. 27 IN, Cl., 28.; rox., 28. 6d. Schoo Edit. 18, 2d. 
‘Also in FRENCH. i8mo. Llustrated. Cloth, 2s. 6d. 
. STREAKS OF LIGHT; or, Facts from the Bible. 
42nd Th, 62 Ml., CL, 2s. 6d.; rox., #s. School Edition, 1s. 6d. 
. LINE UPON LINE. With Questions. 
Part I. 272nd Th. 30 Illus. Cloth, 2s. 6d.; roxburgh, 38. 
Part If. 2st Th. 27 Illus. Cloth, 2s, 6d.; roxburgh, 3s. 
School Edition, each 1s. 4d. 
PRECEPT UPON PRECEPT. 
25th Th. 68111. Cl,, 28. 6d.; rox., 38, School Edition, 1s. 6d. 
. APOSTLES PREACHING; or the Acts Explained. 
Mth Th. 27 Ill. Cl.. 2s. 6d.; rox., 38. School Edition, 1s. 6d. 
. LINES LEFT OUT. 
42nd Th, 28Ill, Cl., 2s. 6d.; rox., 38. 64, School Edit., 1s. 6d. 
. THE KINGS OF ISRAEL AND JUDAH, 
2th Th. 17 U1. Gl, 38.; rox., 38. 6d. School Bdit., 38. 6d. 
8. THE CAPTIVITY OF JUDAH. With Questions, 
Wth Th, 27 Ill. Cl., 2s. 6d. ; rox., 3s. School Edit., 1s. 6d. | 
. MURE ABOUT JESUS. 
Sith Th. 21. Cl., 2s. 6d.; rox., 3s. School Edit., Is. 6d. 
10, THE PEEP OF DAY SERIBS. : In a Box. 
4 he above 10 Volumes, Best Edition, in Box, £1 Ms. 6d. 
ue School Edition, leatherette, in Box, £1 Js. 
THE PEEP OF DAY. Drawing-room Edition. 
With 11 full-page Ill. InColours. Imp. 16mo, Cl., 3s, ud. 


HATCHARD'S, 
187, PICCADILLY, LONDON. 


A SELECTION FROM BENTLEY’S 
FAVOURITE NOVELS. 
Each volume to be sega eer at all Booksellers’, 


BY RHODA BROUGHTON. 


11, 


Cometh up as a Flower. Not Wisely but too Well. 
Good-bye, Sweetheart ! Red as a Roge is She. 
Joan. Nancy. Second Thoughts. 


BY JANE AUSTEN. 
* (THe only Complete Edition.» 
| Northanger Abbey, and Per- 
Watsons. suiasion, . 
Pride and Prejudice. 
Sense and Sensibility. 


BY MRS. HENRY WOOD. 


Fast Lynne. (9sth Thousand.) ; Master of Greylands. 

The Channings. (35th Thou.) Mildred Arkell. 

Anne Hereford. Mrs, Halliburton’s Troubles, 
Bessy Rane. Orville College. 

Dene Hollow. Oswald Cray, 


Emma. 
Mansfield Park. | 


Eaina, Parkwater, 

Elster’s Folly. Pomeroy Abbey. 

George Canterbury's Will. Red Court Farm. 

Johnny Ludlow. (First Series.) Roland Yorke. 

Johnny | Ludlow. (second | Shadow of Ashlydyat 
Series.) ' St. Martin's Eve. 

Lady Adelaide. ‘Trevlyn Hold. 

Life's Secret; A. : Verner’s Pride. 

Lord Oakburn’s Daughters. Within the Maze. 


BY JESSIE FOTHERGILL: 
The First Vielin. Probation, The Wellficlds. (Just added.) 


BY MRS. PARR. 
Adamand Eye. (Immediately.)} Dorothy Fox, 


BY MRS. ANNIE EDWARDES. 


Leah: a Woman of Fashion. Susan Fielding. 
Ought We to Visit Her? Steven Lawrence, Yeoman. 


BY MRS. ALEXANDER. 


The Heritage of Langdale. The Wooing O't. 
Her Dearest Foe. © | Which shail it be? 


BY HELEN MATHERS. 


Comin’ thro’ the Rye. Cherry Ripe! 
Ricnarp Bentiey and Soy, New Burlington-street. 


* Just published, crown 8vo, 23., cloth ; postage, 3d., 
NGINE-DRIVING LIFE: or, Stirring 


. Adventures and Incidents in the Lives of Locomotive 
Engine-Drivers. By MICHAEL REYNOLDS (the Engine- 
Driver's Friend). rae - ‘ : 

. “Anyone who wishes to get a real insight into railway life 
cannot do better than read * ngine Da Life’ for himself; 
and it he once takes it up, he will find that the author's enthu- 
siasmn and real love of the engine-driving profession will carry 
him on till he has read every page.’’—Saturday Review. 

Cuvee Locxwoop and Co., 7, Stationers’ Hall-court, London, 


Just published, crown 8vo, 3s. 6d. cloth ; postage, dd, 


\HE LADIES’ MULTUM IN’ PARVO 
FLOWER GARDEN AND AMATEURS’ COMPLETE 

GUIDE.. By SAMUEL, WOOD, Author of * Good Gardening,"’ 
&e. With numerous Illustrations. 

“ Full of shrewd hints and useful instructions, based on a life- 
time of experience.'’—Scotsman. 
* “Sound but simple instructions, likely to be useful to lady 
gardeners.”’—Flor' 
*London : Crossy Locxwoop and Co.,7, Stationers’ Hall-court, 


0. 


YW HAT IS YOUR CREST and WHAT 


‘Is YOUR MOTTO? Send name and county to 
CULLETON’S Heraldic Office, Plain Sketch, 3s, 6d.; colours, 7s. 


‘he arms of man and wife blended, Crest engraved on seals, 

5 and steel dies, 88. 6d. Gold seal, with crest, 20s. 

Gold Ring, 15-carat, |-marked, with crest, 42s. Mannal 

of Heraldry, 400 engravings, 3s. 9d.—T', CULLETON, 25, Cran- 
bourn-street, (corner of St. *s-lane). 


({ULLETON'S GUINEA BOX of 
STATIONERY contains a Ream of the very best Paper and 

500 Envelopes, all stamped in the most elegant way with Crest 

ard See. once aoe ae She ea SE ae 

ie in i an, r P.O. —T. 

25, Cranbourn-street (comer of St. Martin’s-lane). en 


TELLING. CARDS, - by CULLETON. 
» 28. _post-free, incl the 
neta Lee 


N 
Seal Engraver, 25, Cranbourn-street, St. Martin’s-lane, W. 5 


‘°LANCERS. Bs. 


es 


LLIAMSS LIST. 


jostts wi 


THE LATEST SUCCESS. 


Bure TAYLOR. Comic Opera. 
H. P. STEPHENS and E. SOLOMON. 
. . Gs. net. 


By 


VOCAL SCORE 


SONGS. 
ALL ON ACCOUNT OF ELIZA (Third Edition). 2s. net. 
SELF-MADE KNIGHT (Second Edition), 2s. net. 

THE VIRTUOUS GARDENER. | 2s. net, 

FANTASIA FOR PIANO. CH. TOURVILLE, 1s. 6d. net. 


PIANO SCORE (Complete). 2s. 6d. net. Now ready. 
®QUADRILLES. By CHARLES COO'TE. 2s. net. 
ARTHUR GRENVILLE, 2s. net. 


ePOLKA. By ARTHUR GRENVILLE, 
°WALTZES. By CHARLES GODFREY. 2s, net. 
DANCE MUSIC, BILLEE ‘TAYLOR, ready. Orchestra, 28. ; 
Septet, 1s, 6d. 
Beautifully Illustrated. 
Just Out, 


LLEE TAYLOR. CHARLES 


I 

B GODFREY. Grand Fantasia on Melodies from this very 
successful Opera, as performed by the Band of Royal Horse 
Guards. Price 2s, net. 


NEW and POPULAR SONGS, 


A3 THE SUN WENT DOWN .. ROECKEL, 
BIRD OF DAY.. * oe PASCAL. 
BECAUSE L DO os ee .. J. L. MOLLOY, 
COME BACK, MY DREAM .. J, ROECKEL, 
DREAMS, ONLY DREAMS . ©, PINSUTI, 
DIVIDED.,, es “2 es ¥, PASCAL. 
FAITHLESS ROBIN.. 
FUR YOU wget $4 +s 
x (Sung by Miss Ma 
I LOVE MY LOY. in A flat and B 
LITTLE MALD OF CHINA ae 
UNDER THE LAMPLIGHT 
‘TOLD IN THE TWILIGHT 
WHEN ROSES BLOW . ee +e 
Post-tree, 23. net each. 


FLORIAN PASCAL’S NEW SONGS. 


J. 
F. 


.. LOUISA GRAY. 
fe . F. PASCAL. 
Davies.» 
flut .. C.PINSUTI. 
ra : JL. MOLLOY, 
LOUISA GRAY, 
.. J, lL. MOLLOY. 
. J.ROECKEL, . 


THE JESTER'S FOLLY.. +» 28. net 
THE POET'S THEME .. os, 2. met. 
TWO FACES .. es . . 23.n. 
UN THE SEA SHORE .. + 28. bel. 
O'ER YON HILL-TOPS .. ss 2:. net. 


Special attention is invited tothese Songs. 


Pee FOLLOWING SONGS are recom- 


mended for leaching, being very pretty, simple, and 
specially selected, Each Bune toe ta Gaon a ~ 


When Summer's Sweet ae Again, Oh Happy 
3. 


Fiowers Appear. ream 
ner ae A) Me Again. Soar oo 
Go, Bird of Summer, The Hay lage Rose. 
One Angel (Sacred). Little fae 2 
i'm the Little Flower Girl, Oh, Fairest Italy. 
Child's Morning Prayer. Sunshine and Cloud. 


A Birdie’s Life. 


Child’s Evening Prayer. 
‘The Ballad Singer. 


Do They Vhink of Me? 


Sweet Home (Wrighton). Bluebell and the Fly. 
‘When We Went u Maying. Children’s Song (Pidsuti). 
River, Gliding River. 1L'll Follow Thee (Farmer). 
Little Gipsy Jane. When will Sorrow Cease (W. 
Butterfly Bowers. Smallwood), 

z NEW ASTHETIC COMIC SONG. 


HE GOOD YOUNG MAN WHO DIED. 


By STEPHENS and SOLOMON, Sung nightly by Arthur 
lwverts with the greatest success, (ilustraved.) Genk. 


Noe ‘PIANO PIECES. 
‘ FLORIAN PASCAL. 

THINKING OF BYGONE DAYS. 1s. 6d, 
Performed at Brighton Aquarium with greatest success, 
HENRI ROUBIER. 

PARFAIT BONHEUR. 1s. 6d. 

LA JOYEUSE REUNION. Is. 6d. 

FEVE A TRIANON. - 1s. 6d. 

’ FRANZ HITZ, 

LUTIN ROSE. Is. 6d. 

LE REGIMENT QUI PASSE. Is, 6d. 
WILHELM KUHE, 


on cs of Costa's Oratorios. 
2s. each. 


ELI 
NAAMAN 


LORIAN PASCAL.—AUTREFOIS 


I (Souvenir de Marguerite de Valois). ‘This charming little 
morceau has already run through several editions, and seems 
likely to rival the ever popular * Danse Favorite '’ of the sume 
Composer. Post-free, 18 stamps. 


FLORIAN PASCAL.—UN BIJOU PERDU. 


“M., Pascal is to be congratulated upon having rescued 
irom oblivion this really exquisite little gem, the melody of 
which is so captivating that we venture to predict for it great 
popularity.” As Piano Solo, now ready, 18 stamps. 


-MA48¢H in G, by WILLIAM HILL. 


Piano Solo, 1s. 6d:; Piano Duet, 2s.; Organ Soio (with 
peuat), 1s. 6d, net; Septet, 2s.; Full Orchestra, 3s. 6d, 


1 elie Pi TAN 20 DUETS. 
FOUR HANDS. 


Yuscal’s Gavotte, Louis XIV. Rummel’s Preciosa (Weber). « 
Puscal's Marche Au ‘Vournoi. Kummel's La siréne (Auber), 


Hill's March. Rummel's Der Freischitz 
Nollet’s La Perle du Rivage. (Weber), 
Nullet’s L'Heure de GOUYEes PR Gxamislte? Pré Aux Cleres 


. 
Rummel's Othello (Rossini). 
Kammel's Figaro (Mozart). . 
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L'Gregh, Les Bergéres Wat- 
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GTERNDALE BENNETT’S WORKS. 


Forty Pianoforte. Compositions by this master, in two 
yols., paper, 4s, each ; bound, 6s. each. 


A NEW LIST. 
T° VIOLINISTS.—A List of Violin Music 


by Henry Parmer, K. Blagrove, C. Tourville, &c., sent 
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ENRY FARMER’S New Violin Solo 
TRUE LOVE, RESCH’S popular Gavotte HEIMLICHE 
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(THE ORGANIST’S FRIEND. By JOSEPH 
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works of great masters. 
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Rei NEW COMPLETE CATALOGUE 
EXC London. 


oy OHN BRINSMEAD and SONS’ 


PATENT SOSTENENTE PIANOS 


have gained the HIGHEST AWARDS at 
all the recent INTERNATIONAL EXHI- 
BITIONS, including the First Prize for 
Uprights and the First Prize for Grands, 
Melbourne, 1881; the First Prize, Queens- 
land, 1880; the Two First Special Prizes, 
Sydney, 1880; the Legion of Honour, Paris, 
1878, &c, For Sale, Hire, and on the Three- 
Years’ System. 


OHN BRINSMEAD and SONS’ PIANOS 
for SALE, HIRE, and on the THREE 
YEARS’ SYSTEM. 


BRINSMEAD and SONS’ 
PATENT SOSTENENTE PIANOS. 
The principal of the previous honours 
= Pigained by the 
BRINSMEAD PIANOS are :— 

THE DIPLOMA OF HONOUR and GOLD 
MEDAL, South Africa, 1877. 

THE GRAND MEDAL OF HONOUR 
and DIPLOMA OF MERIT, Phila- 
delphia, 1876. 

THE DIPLOMA OF HONOUR, Paris, 
1874, and the HONORARY MEMBER- 
SHIP OF THE NATIONAL ACA- 
DEMY OF FRANCE. 

THE GOLD MEDAL, Paris, 1870. 

THE DIPLOMA OF EXTRAORDINARY 
MERIT, Netherlands International Ex- 
hibition, 1869, 

THE MEDAL OF HONOUR, Paris, 1867. 

THE PRIZE MEDAL, London, 1862, &c, 


BRINSMEAD and SONS’ 


SOSTENENTE PIANOS, 
for Extreme Climates, 
With the Perfect Check Repeater Action, 
Patented 1862, 1868, 1871, 1875, and 1879, 
throughout Europe and America, 


BRINSMEAD and “AONS’ 
PATENT SOSTENENTE PIANOS. 


“ Paris, Nov. 4, 1878. 

“ T have attentively examined the beauti- 
ful pianos ot Messrs. Joha Brinsmead and 
Sons that are exhibited at the Paris Inter- 
national Exhibition of 187%, [ consider 
them to be exceptional in the ease with 
which gradations of sound can be produced. 
trom the sottest to the most powerful tones. 
These excellent pianos merit the appro- 
bation of all artists.as the tone is full as 
well as sustained. and the touch isof pertect 
evenness throughout its entire range, 
answering to every requirement of the 
pianist. 
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OHN BRINSMEAD and SONS’ 
PATENT SOSTENENTE PIANOS. 


_* Paris, Sept. 8, 1878. 
“We, the undersigned, certify that, after 
having seen and most conscientiously ex~ 
amined the English Pianos at the Universal 
Exhibition of 1878, we find that the palm 
belongs to the Grand Pianos of the house of 
Brinsmead. 
“ NicoLas RUBINSTEIN, 
“ D. Maanus, 
“ Chevalier ANTornké DE Kontskt, Court 
Pianist to the Emperor of Germany.” 


BRINSMEAD and SONS’ 
PATENT SOSTENENTE PIANOS. 


« [ have pleasure in expressing my opinion 
that the Paris Exhibition Model Grand 
Pianofortes ot Messrs. John Brinsmead aud 
Sons. are unsurpassed. The tone is 
deliciously sweet, sustained, and extra- 
ordinarily powerful; the touch responds to 
the faintest and. to the most. trying strains 
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ok A and the Workmenshiy ie, Simply 
OHN BRINSMEAD and SONS’ 


J 


PATENT SOSTENENTE PIANOS, . 


“ Illustrated London News. ” 

“ The French papers have been unanimous 
in their expressions of admiration of these 
splendid instruments. Thegrands especially 
have enchanted the Parisian professors and 
amateurs of music by their noble sonority, 
their enormous power, and the sympa- 
theticatly voice-like quality of tone. ‘Ihe 
wuch is so beautifully Nght, elastic, and 
certain, that many pianists of every nation, 
trom the Abbé Liszt downwards, who have 
tried these instruments, have highly com- 
plimented the enterprising manufacturers 
on their success.” 


BRINSMEAD and SONS’ 
PATENT SOSTENENTE PIANOS, 


** Daily Chronicle."” 

“In tone the instrument is exceedingly 
rich and sweet, and in touch the very per- 
fection of lightness. Messrs. Brinsmead may 
certainly be congratulated upon their suc- 
cess.” 


J OHN 


) COHN BRINSMEAD and SONS’ 
PATENT SOSTENENTE PIANOS. 


“ Morning Advertiser.” 
“The Legion of Houour. In addition to 
the other aistinctions awarded to Messrs. 
. John Brinsmead and Sons at the- Parts 
Exhibition of 1878, the founder of the firm 
a been created Chevalier of the Legion ct 
jonour, 


_BRINSMEAD .~ and SONS’ 
PATENT SOSTENENTE PIANOS. 


“Daily News.” 

“A now Pianotorte, recentiy manufac- 
tured by Mesers. John _Brinsmead and 
Sons, claims notice, not only on account of 
its beauty and richness of tone, but spe- 
elally for some ingenious mechanical novel- 
ties, the most important being the addition 
of a third pedal, by means of which the 
sound of any note or notes may be almost 
indefinitely prolonged at the will of the 
player. ‘hus bass notes may be sustained 
ufter being struck by the dd, 
y then taken away, and, 


| JouN 


most brilliant — staccato pemeees, thus 
st the effect four hands. 
on, a 


a, peculiar 
board, another sap Se being 
system of bridging, by 

are increased and rendered sympathetic. 
The Pianotorte is capable of all degrees of 


aaa and power, its massive structure 
rendering it less liable to get out of tune 
. than usual ; and the instrament is altogether 

see ‘to extend the reputation of its 


—_— 
yonN BRINSMEAD and SONS’ 
PIANOS 
may be obtained of all the principal Musicsellers. 


Prices from 37 guineas to 350 guineas. 
18-20, WIGMORE-STREET, LONDON, W., 


a 
THE “ BRINSMEAD WORKS,” 
GRAFTON-ROAD, KENTISH TOWN, N.W, 
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sionally crossing the patches of moonlight. When he 
had got about half way along he found Nan leaning 
with her elbows on the parapet, and looking out on the 
moonlit lake. 
“Oh, Miss Anne,” he said, “ your sister wants you 
to come indoors.” 
“ All right,” she said, cheerfully, raising herself and 
preparing to go. : 
* Bie want to say a word to you,” he said, 
hurriedly. “I 
have been try- 
ing for an op- 
portunity 
these two 


days. I hope you won’t 
think it strange or pre- 


mature or impertinent ”’ 

“Oh, no,” said Nan, with a sudden fear of she knew 
not what: “ but let us go indoors.”’ 

** No, here, now,’ he po * Only one moment. 
I know we are young ; perhaps I should ‘not ask you to 
pledge yourself, but all I ask for is to be allowed to 
hope. Surely ‘you understand. Nan, will you be my 
wife some di Th Gs is 

He would have taken her hand; 
quickly, and said, with a sort of gasp, 

“Oh, Iam so sorry. JI had noidea. It must be 
my fault, I am sure ; ‘but I did not know—I was not 
thinking of such a thing for a moment ”’ 

“But you will give me leave to hope?” he said. 
mean some day —not now.’ 

“Oh, no; no;’’ she said, with an earnestness that 
was almost piteous, “if IT have made a mistake 
before, this must be clear now. Oh, don’t think of 
such a thing. It never could be—never, never. I 
am very sorry if I have pained you. Bat—but you 
don’t know anything about me; and you will soon 
forget, for we are ‘both far too young—at least I 
am—to think of such things; and—and I am very, 
very sorry.” 

“But do you mean that I am never to think of it 
again, even as a hope?” he : said, slowly. 

“Oh, Ido mean that—I do! If there has been 
a mistake, let it be clear now. Can I not be your 
friend ?” 

She held out her hand. 
hesitation, he took it. 

“T know more of you than you suspect,” he said, 
slowly, and with a touch of hopelessness in_ his 
voice. “I could see what you were the first halt 
hour I had spoken to you. And I know you know 
your own mind; and that you are sincere. Well, I 

had hoped for something else ; but even your friend- 
ship will be valuable to me—when I have had a little 
time to forget.” 

“ Oh, th: ank you—thank you!” said Nan, a little 


but she withdrew 


ay 


After a second or so of 


incoherently. “I know you will be wise. You 
have your profession to think of: that is of far 
more importance. I know you will be wise— 


and generous, too, and forgive me if the fault has 


been mine. Now, we w ig not spee ak of any such 
thing again; let it be as if it had never been. 
Come.” 


He pressed her hand in silence—it was a token of 
good-bye. These two did not see each other again for 
more than three years, 
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CHAPTER X. 
JINNY. 


One night towards the end of 
scene occurred in the 
old manor-house of 
Kingscourt, Wiltshire. 
From an early part of 
the evening it was ap- 
parent that something 
unusual was about to 
take place; the sleepy 
old mansion was all 
astir; a big fire “blazed 
in the fireplace of the 
hall; and even the long 
corridor, which was in 
effect a picture-gallery, 
and ordinarily looked 
rather grim with its oak 
panelling, and dusky 
portraits and trophies 
of arms, had been so 
brilliantly lit up that it 
seemed almost cheerful. 

There was no cheer- 
fulness, however, on 
the face of the lord of 
the manor himself; and 
there was nothing but 
a keen. and = aaxious 
sympathy im the regard 
of his friend the Vicar, 
who had come to keep 
him company. The 
former, Stephen Holford 
King, was a hale old 
man of over seventy, 
with a smoothly-shaven 
face grown red with exposure to the weather, silvery 
short- “cropped hair, and fine. impressive features. His 
old college-friend, the Rey. Mr. Lyunton, was a smaller 
man, and somewhat younger, though his pale face had 
a sad expression, as though he had come through much 
trouble. He also was clean shaven, which added cha- 
racter to his clear-cut features. His chest was narrow, 
and he stooped a little. 

“Itis kind of you to come early, Vicar,” said the 
taller man, who seemed much agitated in spite of his 
outwardly firm demeanour. ‘It will be a: terrible 
ordeal for my poor wife. I wish the evening were oyer ” 

* You must face it like a man, friend King,” said 
the other. ‘ You have acted rightly, great as the pain 
must be to yourself. It is the young man’s last chance ; 
and surely he accepts it, or he w ould not be coming at 
all, And—she—also.” 

“Ti only he hadn’t married her—if only he hadn't 
married her. She might have rumed him in pocket, as 
she has ruined others before ; but—to ¢ome in here ”’ 

He glanced at the portraits along the walls; he 
seemed scarcely to know what he was saying. 

“You might preach a sermon from whine IT am 
suffering now, Vicar. Oh, I deserve it. My pride has 
been taken down at last. But the punishment is 
hard ”’ 

“Pardon me, friend King; but you exaggerate 
surely. Surely a certain measure of ‘family pride is 
justifiable ; ; it ought to nerve a man to be worthy of those 
who have gone before him. Nor have I ever thought 
that your feeling about your name being a heritage 
that you had to guard jealously and ‘piously was 
otherwise than just * 

“ Five centuries, Vicar—for five centuries the Kings 
of Kingscourt, whether knights or commoners, have 
been gentlemen—geztlemen every man of them: and 
this 1s the end!” 

“‘ But even now, old friend, you must not look at the 
blackest side of things. Alfred may requwte you yet 
by his conduct for the tremendous sacrifice you and 


that interval a strange 


Mrs. King are making. He has committed a social 
crime ; but surely that is better than living in sin’ 


“Vi icar, I know you haye tried to look only at the 
cheerful side of things—as far as your cloth will permit ; 
and I trust in God that something may yet come of it. 
But if not—if this last appeal to him produces nothing 
more than the others—then there iz a final alternative 
that may help me to saye Kingscourt and the family 
name.’ 

“What is that ” his friend said, eagerly. 

“T will not speak of it now. We must hope for the 
best.”’ 

At this moment there was heard the rumbling of 
carriage wheels outside ; and the old man started. 

“Come, let us go into the hall,” he said, quickly ; 
and then he added, in a lower ‘and agitated yoice, 
“Vicar, do you think my poor wife will—will have to 
kiss this woman? ‘That is what she dreads. ‘That is 
what terrifies her.” 

The pale-faced clergyman seemed embarrassed; and 
said, hastily, 

“There will be some confusion, no doubt. Come, 
friend King, pull yourself together. You are welcoming 
home your son and his newly- married wife, remember. 

The great bell rang ; the servants swarmed into the 
hall ; the door was opened ; and outside, in the darkness, 
the carriage lamps were visible, shining down on the 
broad steps. At the same moment a lady came along 
from the corridor—a tall, elderly woman, with a pale, 


sweet face, quite white hair done up in old-fashioned 
little curls, and with eyes of a sad, benign expression. 
She seemed to be very pleased and cheer fal; itwas only 
the Vicar, who shook hands with her, who knew that 
her whole frame was trembling. 

“ So you have come to w le ome home the bride, Mr. 
Lynnton,” she said, in a clear ‘voice, so that everyone 
could hear. « ‘* Alfred will be pleased. to see you again 
after. his. long absence. They say that being so much 
abroad has. greatly improv ed him.” 

“It could not well improye his appearance, Mrs. 
King; he was always a handsome lad,” said the Vicar— 
his eyes still turned towards the door. 

This was, indeed, a strikingly handsome man who 
now came up the steps—taller ‘and more massive than 
his brother Frank, Hghter also in hair and eyes. At 
this first glance one scarcely noticed that his face was 
somewhat { flushed, and. that the light blue eyes had a 
sort of uncertain nervous throb in them. 

‘“* My wife, mother.” 

The Vicar stared with astonishment. This pretty, 
bright-faced little thing did not look more than eighteen 
or nineteen—though, i in fact, she was fiye-and-twenty ; 
and in her tight-fitting ulster, and plain grey hat, and 
quiet yellow-grey gloves she looked the yery embodi- 
ment of girlish grace and neatness and decorum. 

The white-haired woman took this new visitor by 
both hands. 

“JT am elad you have come, my dear,’ said she, 
without any quaver of the voice ; and she kissed her 
first on one cheek and then on the other. ‘* But you 
must be tired with your long journey. Come, I will 
show you your dressing- room; they have taken some 
tea up for you.” 

* And to-night we dine at seven, my dee ur,’”’ said the 
father of the house, addressing her at the same time, 
“for we thought you might "be hungry after your 
journey. So dont t take too much time in dressing, my 
dear; we are plain folks; we will see all your finery 
another night. Higgins, haye Mrs. Alfred’s boxes 
taken up at once!” 

Mrs. Alfred meanwhile stood looking a little puzzled, 
a little amused, but not at all shy. She seemed to cou- 
sider it rather a good joke. 


“Go on, Jinny,” her husband said to her lazily. “I 
shan’t dress.” 
* That is an old privilege of Alfred’s, my dear,” said 


Mrs. King, leading the newcomer away. ‘ His father, 
now, hasn’ "t mmesed dressing for dinner one eyening since 
we were married—except ‘the night the Vicarage took 
fire. But I suppose young men are not so ceremonious 
now. Here is your room, my dear; Catherine is bringing 
some hot water, and she will open your boxes for you.” 

And the old lady herself went and stirred up the 
fire, and drew the low easy-chair nearer to the little 

table where the tea-things were, and continued talking 

in the kindliest way to. her new guest until the maid 
arrived. Mrs. Alfred had said nothing at all; but she 
seemed contented—and amused. 

At seyen o’clock everyone had assembled in the 
drawing-room, except Mrs. Alfred,. The Vicar’s wife 
had arrived ; she was a stout, anxious-eyed little woman, 
who was obviously alarmed, and talked much to assure 
those around her that she was quite at ease. Mr. 
Alfred himself was lazy, good-natured, indifferent—he 
had drank two or three glasses of sherry meanwhile, to 
pass the time. 

Punctually at seven Mrs. Alfred appeared. She 
looked more prim and nice and neat than eyer in this 


black silk dress with old lace on the open square in front 
and on the cutis of the tight sleeves. 

“ Mrs. Lynnton—my daughter Jinny,”’ said the old 
white-haired lady, introducing the newcomer to the 
Vicar’s wife. 

Dinner was 
thrown open. 


“* My dear,” 


announced ; and the big folding-doors 


said Mr. King to his wife, “ I must take 
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-in Mrs. Alfred. It is a weleome-home, you know. 
Alfred, you take in Mrs. Lynnton. Come along, child.’’ 

And he gaye her his arm with great ceremony, and 
led her into the long, old-fashioned dining-room, which 
was a blaze of candles, and gaye her the seat at his 
right hand, and immediately called for a fire-sereen lest 
the fire should be too much. 

* Or will you sit the other side, my dear?” said he 

“Oh, no, Sir,’ she said, very prettily—out of com 
pliment to his age. ‘* Oh, no, Sir, Iam best pleased to 
sit where you wish me to sit.”’ 

For by this time the amused look had gone out of 
her face; and she seemed to haye grown sensible of 
te great kindness these people were trying to show her. 

Dinner went on: and the conversation rested mainly 
between Mr. Alfred, who was asking questions about 
the people in the neighbourhood, and the Vicar, who 
answered him. But when anything amusing was said 
it was addressed to Mrs. Alfred, or else they looked to 
see whether she was pleased: and she received a great 
deal of attention from the old gentleman next her ; and 
had many kind things said to her by his wife. But 
Mrs. Alfred’s face grew more and more strange. She 
seemed depressed and troubled—timid at the same time 
and self-conscious; once or twice her lips were 
tremulous. And then all at once she rose, and quickly 
went to where Mrs. King sate, and threw herself on her 
knees, and clasped the old lady’s knees, and burst into 
a wild fit of sobbing and crying. ‘The old lady turned 
very pale, and put her hand on the younger woman’s 
head, gently, The servants pretended to see nothing. 
Mr. Alfred flushed angrily and said— 

‘ Jinny, don’t make a fool of yourself. - Go back to 
your seat,” 

Then the elder woman raised her, with a tenderness 
and compassion not altogether assumed, and led her 
back, saying — 

“You are tired, my dear. [ thought you looked 
tued, my dear. We will let you go soon to bed 
to-night.” 

Then everybody talked at once; and the little 
incident seemed easily forgotten. Moreover, as the 
evening progressed, old Stephen King convinced himself 
that he had done what was best for the bygone Kings 
of Kingscourt and any Kings of Kingscourt there might 
be. He would pay off his son’s debts, once more. These 
two would be content to remain for years in the country, 
till bygones should be bygones elsewhere ; and even in 
the country the neighbours might pretend to a convenient 
ignorance. The Vicar would help him. 

The Vicar and his wife left about ten; Mr. and 
Mrs. Alfred retired early; the various agitations that 
had shaken the old silver-haired dame gave place to a 
quiescence that was in a measure hopeful. Then sleep 
overtook the old manor-house ; and the silence of the 
night. 

“eek midnight there was a loud crash in the 
dining-room. Certain of the servants slept on the ground 
floor, for safety’s sake ; and the first one—indeed., the 
only one—to be thoroughly aroused by this sudden 
noite was the butler, a young man who had inherited 
the position from his father. He jumped up, hastily 
donned some clothes, and carried a light along to the 
room ; wisely thinking that if it was only a picture that 
had fallen he need not alarm the whole household. At 
the same time he went cautiously, for he did not wish 
to be seized by the throat unawares. 

He found the dining-room door open, and something, 
in the dark inside, lying prone on the floor. He pushed 
forward his candle, and to his horror found it was Mrs. 
Alfred, who was slowly raising herself by both hands. 

“Oh, ma’am, what has happened ?”’ he cried. 

“Be quiet. Where’s the. brandy?” she said, 
angrily; and then she put her hand to the side of her 
forehead. ‘I’ve struck my head against something.” 

This young man was a miracle of discretion ; but he 
“was startled. She did not talk incoherently; and yet 
she could not rise. 

‘Ts it Mr. Alfred, ma’am? Shall I take him some 
brandy? I hope he isn’t ill, ma’am?” he said in a 
breath. . 

“ Mr. Alfred, you fool! He’s been dead drunk in 
bed for more than an hour. Where’s the brandy? 
Why don’t you leave the spirit-stand out, you miserly 
thief?” 

Then he saw how matters stood; and though he was 
frightened a little, he was prudent. He went and got 
some brandy-and-water in a tumbler; he coaxed her to 
go up stairs; he assisted her up; and then, haying put 
her quietly into her room, he returned down stairs, and 
locked the dining-room door, putting the key in his 
pocket. 

This incident the young butler kept discreetly to 
himself ; he was not going to imperil his situation by 
telling such a story about his future master and mistress. 
All the same, the old father and mother began to grow 
very uneasy. Mrs. Alfred was too unwell to appear next 
day—nor would she see any one. She wanted brandy, 
however, to keep her system up. The following day 
the same legend was repeated. On the evening of that 
‘day Alfred King sought out his father in the study and 
said he wanted to speak to him. 

“Look here, father ; it’s no use. Ill tell the truth. 
I came down here to humbug you, and get some more 
money out of you. But what’s the good ?—if Jinny 
had the wealth of the Rothschilds she’d run through 
it in a fortnight; and then her first trick would be to 
cut me. Oh, I know her; she’s not a bad sort; but 


she’s been brought up to be what she is; and she 
doesn’t mean anything shabby, anything more than a 
cat thinks itself cruel when it plays witha mouse. Well, 
no matter.” 

He rang the bell; ordered some brandy-and-soda ; 
and continued. 

“Now I’ve got some pride in the old place, too, 
father: I don’t want to see Jinny send Kingscourt 
spinning, the moment you die. Well, this is what I 
propose. I’m no good. I’m played out. I’ve had 
my turn. Well, now, if you'll clear off my debts this 
time, and start me free with £5000—giving it in trust 
to somebody—so that I can have my £200 or £250 a 
year—then I'll consent to quash the entail; you bring 
home Frank; and give him Kingscourt. 'That’s better 
than being a sailor ; and he’ll look after the old place.”’ 

The old man regarded him calmly, but also with a 
strange, wistful, sad look. 

“Thad thought of it. 
Alfred?” 

“No. .I’m broke. I’m done. If you want to save 
Kingscourt, that’s the only way.” 

* And you?” 

“T?’ve had my turn; I can’t complain. Sooner or 
later Jinny’ll bolt. Then I’ll go to the States and try 
my hand at something.”” 

“Do you know they’ve just made Frank com- 
mander?”’ 

“He ’ll be glad to leave the Navy, all the same. 
Fellows can’t marry while they ’re in the Navy.” 

* What are your debts now, Alfred ?” 

Here the brandy-and-soda was brought m, which 
gave him time to think. 

“T don’t know exactly. Two brutes haye got hold 
of me. Ishould faney they could all be choked off 
with £8000—say £9000.” 

* £14,000—it will be a heavy charge on the estate.”’ 

“But I shall be off it) What’s more, father, if 
Frank comes home, and gets married, and plays the 
good boy, and all that kind of thing, don’t let him get it 
into his head that Iam jealous of him, or that I think 
he has supplanted me. Frank is a fine chap. Tell him 
it was my proposal; and I hope he’ll be a better son to 
you than I have been. Well, is it a bargain, father ?” 

The pld man thought for some time; and at length 
said 

pan Te 

“Well, then, there’s another thing. Jinny ’s 
stumbled against something, and gota black eye. Let’s 
get her out of the house without the servants seeing 
her—this evening, after dusk. And I’ll meet you any 
day you like at Shaen and Maskell’s.”’ 

This, then, was how it came about that Commander 
Francis Holford King, R.N., was summoned home from 
the West Indies, where he had been with his ship, the 

‘Hellespont. THe was grave for his years; and he was 
more manly in figure, somehow, and certainly browner 
of face, than when we last saw him at Bellagio, on Lake 
Como; but as he sailed past the Eddystone Light and 
entered the smooth waters of Plymouth Sound, there 
was something within him that told him his heart had 
not quite forgot all its old memories. 


But is there no other way, 


CHAPTER XI. 
TRANSFORMATION. 
Captain Frank was everything and did everything that 
his parents could haye hoped for—except in one 
direction : he would have nothing said about marriage. 
He came home without a murmur; he never uttered a 
word of regret about his giving up a profession that he 
had fair hopes of adyancement in; he adopted his new 
set of duties with cheerfulness ; and entered with zest 
into the festivities of the season. For the leaf was 
beginning to fall: and all the people about were pre- 
paring to shoot the covers; so that parties had to be 
made up and invitations issued ; and there soon came to 
be a general stir throughout the country-side. Captain 
Frank, though he was not much of a shot, took his 
share in all these things ; but he held aloof from woman- 
kind; and would not have his marriage even spoken of, 
_ by his most intimate relatives. 

What was the man made of, that he could resist a 
scene like this? Imagine an open glade in a beautiful 
Wiltshire wood, on the morning after a slight fall of 
snow. The skies are blue, and the world is full of clear 
sunlight; the hollies are intensely green over the white 
of the snow ; here and there on the bare branches are a 
few red leaves. Also on the snow itself there is a stain 
of brownish red in some places, where the light air of 
the morning has shaken down withered needles from a 
tall pine-tree. Then there is a distant, sharp flutter ; 
the noise inereases; suddenly a beautiful thing—a 
meteor of bronze and crimson—comes whirring along 
at a tremendous pace ; Captain Frank blazes away with 
one barrel end misses ; before he knows where he is the 
pheasant seems 2 couple of miles off in the silver and 
blue of the sky; and he does not care to send the 
second barrel on a roving commission. He puts his gun 
over his’shoulder; and returns to his pensive con- 
templation of the glittering green hollies, and the white 
snow, and the maze of bare branches going up into the 
blue. 

But a new figure appears in the midst of this 
English-looking scene. A very pretty young lady comes 
along smiling—her pink cheeks looking all the pinker 
and her blue eyes all the bluer because of the white 
snow and also the white fur round her neck. ‘This is 


pretty Mary Coventry, who is staying at present at 
Kingscourt. She has the brightest of smiles, and the 
whitest of teeth. 

* Cousin Frank,”’ she says, “ where do you gentle- 
men lunch to-day ?” ; 

** Look here,’ he answers, “ yow ve come right up 
the line between the guns and the beaters.” 

‘Oh, that’s all right,” she says, gaily. “I know 
your father doesn’t allow shooting at ground game into 
cover.” 

** Lunch is to be up at the Hill Farm.” 

“Oh, that’s the very thing. I want a long walk. 
And I will help Higgins to haye everything ready for 
you.” : 

“ Tt will be very rough and tumble. 
better go back home to lunch.” 

“But I have come for the. very purpose! I have 
brought sugar and cinnamon to mull the claret for you. 
You will find it scalding hot when you come.” } 

A hare ran by, some dozen yards off: he did not 
fire. ; 

“IT see [amin your way. Good-bye for the present.”’ 

“Good-bye. If you do mean to go up to the Hill 
Farm, you had better keep to the road. Or else,’ he 
added, laughing, ** Mr. Ferrers will have something to 
say to you.” j 

“Well,” said pretty Mary Coventry to herself, as 
she passed on and into the road, “he did not even 
thank me for all my trouble. And I always thought 
sailors were supposed to be nice. But perhaps he is 
lamenting some blackamoor sweetheart in Patagonia ; 
and won’t take any notice of anybody.” 

Tt was about a week after this that Captam Frank, 
haying run up to town, met a young gentleman in 
Piccadilly whom he seemed to recognise. He looked 
again—yes, it could be no other than ‘fom Beresford. 
But it was Tom Beresford transformed: Mr. 'Tom was 
now of age; he had his club, which he much. fre- 
quented ; he had assumed the air and manner of a man 
about town. ‘That is to say, although he was clever 
enough and had a sufficient touch of humour, he culti- 
vated a languid stare, and was’ chary of speech; and, 
although he was a well-built young fellow, he walked 
with his elbows out and his knees in as if the tightness 
of his trousers and his boots made it nigh impossible 
for him to walk at all. Moreover, his dress was more 
rigidly correct than ever ; and, of course, he carried the 
inevitable cane—inevitable as the walking-stick of the 
Athenian. 

Frank King went up to him eagerly. 

“ Hallo, Beresford, how are you ?”’ 

“ How are you?” was the answer, as a slight boyish 
blush somewhat interfered with the dignity of Mr. 'Tom. 
“How are you? I heard you were at home again. | 
heard of you through the Strathernes.”’ 

“And I heard of you in the same way,” said 
Captain King, who seemed greatly pleased to meet an 
old friend. “Ill turn and walk with you. I’ve 
nothing particular to do.’’ 

“Will you come and lunch with me?’’ said Mr 
Tom (he had recovered himself after the inadvertent 
blush). ‘ We éan walk along to the club.” 

“ Yes, I will,” said Frank King, heartily. 
is your club?” 

“The Waterloo. They call it that because it isn’t 
in Waterloo-place. It’s in Regent-strect.”’ 

« All right,’ said the other; but instantly he began 
to pursue his inquiries. ‘ Yes, I heard of you and your 
family from the Strathernes. ‘There have been great 
changes since I left England. Your eldest sister is 
married, is she not ?”’ 

“You mean Moll: yes. They live in town—a 
small house back there in Mayfair. He used to be a 
richer man,’ observed Mr. Tom, contemplatively, 
* before he took silk.’’ 

“ But they are going to make him a Judge, I hear.” 

“Faith, then, I hope he’ll never have to try me,” 
said Mr. ‘lom, with an air of conviction. * He and I 
never could hit it off. I hate pompous people; and 
people who give themselves airs. Now I took a liking 
to you the first five minutes I saw you.” 

Captain King was dutifully grateful for this con- 
descension. He said he also hated pompous people— 
he couldn’t bear them. And then he asked about ‘'om’s 
sister Edith. 

* She is engaged to be married, isn’t she ?”’ 

* It’s my belief,” said Mr. ‘Rom, with a smile, * that 
she has engaged herself to both of them, just to make 
sure; and that she can’t make up her mind which to 
send off. I don’t wonder at her pulling a wry mouth 
about having to marry a soda-water manufacturer; but 
Soda-water isn’t half a bad sort of fellow, and he is 
fearfully rich. You see, he is particularly beaming just 
now; for there have been two or three blazing hot 
summers running, and the demand must have been tre- 
mendous. Then young Thynne, ke’s no end of a swell, 
no doubt; but you may be cousin to all kinds of Harls 
and Dukes without their giving you anything. I should 
fancy his father lets him have two or three hundred a 
year. I should like to see the Sentimental get along 
with that! You can’t live on a fellow’s ancestry. | 
think she should take Soda-water, even if he hasn't got 
anything like a father to speak of. And eyen if he 
hasn’t got a father—this was what Nanjgaid—he might 
be equally * sans péré et sans reproche’”. 

“It was your sister Anne said that, was it?” 
remarked Frank King, quickly. P 

* That was in her saucy days,” said Mr. ‘Tom, sadly. 


You had much 


* Which 
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“It’s quite different now. Now she’s on the pious 
lay.” 

" “The what ?” said Frank King. It was clear that, 
however Mr. Tom had altered, he had not chosen to 
improve his manner of speech. : : 

“Oh, High Church, and reredoses,’”’ said the irre- 
yerent youth. ‘ Silver embroideries, don’t you know, 
and visiting the poor, and catching all sorts of con- 
founded infection. And then I suppose she ‘ll end by 
marrying that curate that’s always about the house. 
What a shame it is! She used to be such a brick. 
And to go and marry a curate.” 

“T heard of that, too,’ said Captain Frank, with a 
bit of asigh. It was 
indeed among the first 
things he had heard 
after returning to 
England. 

By this time they 
had reached Mr. Tom’s 


elub, which was 
pleasantly situated at a 
corner of the great 


thoroughfare, so that 
it had from its coffee- 
room windows a spa- 
view, and was 
altogether a light and 
cheerful sort of place. 

“But you don't ask 
about the Baby,’ said 
Mr. Tom, as he was 
entering his friend’s 
name in the Strangers 
Book—the Waterloo 


cious 


forgotten his cultivated, reticent manner in meeting this 
old friend, “she pretends to be greatly hurt, and thinks 
it cruel and heart-breaking and all the rest of it ; but 
that’s only her fun, don’t you know; she’s precious 
glad to get out of it, that’s my belief ; and nobody knew 
better than herself he wouldn’t do at all. Finished ? 
Come and have a game of billiards then.” 

They went up stairs toa long, low-roofed apartment, 
in which were two tables. They lit cigars; chose their 
cues; and fell to work. Frank King had not played 
half-a-dozen strokes when Mr. Tom said generously— 

“JT will put you on thirty points.” 

They played five minutes longer. 


being a hospitable little 


elub that allowed 


a 


she was going to be married. He wished to see whether 
she had turned out to be what he had predicted to him- 
self ; whether she retained those peculiar distinctions of 
character and expression and manner that had so 
attracted him ; somehow he thought he would like just 
to shake hands with her for a moment and see once 
before him those clear, blue-grey, shy, humorous eyes. 
But this proposal was too sudden. His heart jumped 
with a quick dismay. He was not prepared. 
Nevertheless, Tom Beresford insisted. Was Captain 
King staying at a hotel? No; he had got a bed-room 
in Cleyveland-row. ‘That was the very thing; they 
could stop the hansom there on their way to Victoria 
Station. The girls 
would be glad to see 
him. They had always 
been watching _ his 
whereabouts abroad, in 
the Admiralty appoint- 
ments in the news- 
papers. 
At last, with some 


little unexpressed 
dread, Frank King 
consented; and to- 


gether they made their 
way to Victoria Sta- 


tion. EX: 
“You know,” said 
Mr. ‘Tom, apologeti- 


cally, in. the Pullman, 
“T?ve been talking a 
lot about my sisters ; 
but I tell you honestly 
I don’t see any girls to 
beat them anywhere. 
I don’t. The Senti- 


visitors to come in at 


mental is rather stupid, 


any hour. ‘ And the 


perhaps ; but then she 


Baby zs in a hole.” 


“ Well, it must be a 
sad thing for a baby 
to be in a hole; but I 
don’t quite  under- 
stand,” said Captain 
Kine. 

“Don’t you remem- 
ber the Baby. The 
youngest ? Madge ?” 

“Oh. Well, I only 
saw her onee, I think. 
What is the matter 
with her?” 

* First piek out what 
you want for lunch, 
and then I’ll tell you.” 

This was easily done; 
and the two friends 
sate down at a small 
window-table, which 
enabled them to glance 
out at the passing 
crowd and even as far 
as the Duke of York’s 
column and the tops 
of the trees in St. 
James’s Park. 

* You see my sisters 
have all been wards in 
Chancery. Iwas also,” 
said Mr. Tom, with a 
slight blush: for he 
was no more than six 
months escaped from 
tutelage. “I suppose 
the executors funked 
something about my 
father’s will; at all 
events, they flung the 
whole thing in. Well, 
no great harm has 
come of it; not so 
much cost or worry as 
you would expect. 


scores by her music. 
Nan’s the one for my 
money, though. She 
isn’t the prettiest; but 
put her down to any 
dinner-table, and you 
can lay odds on her 
against the field.  [ 


believe there are a 
dozen old gentlemen 


who have got her name 
in their will—not that 
she cares for worldly 
things any more—it 's 
all sanctity now. | 
wish to goodness some- 
body would”’ 

But Mr. Tom had a 
little discretion. Ile 
said no more. 

“T suppose they are 
all very much changed 


in appearance,” Frank 
King said, thought- 
fully. ‘ Ishouldn’t be 


surprised if I seareely 
recognised them.”’ 

** Oh; ves, they: arc. 
And I will confess that 
Nan has improved in 
one way. She isn’t ats 
cheeky as she used 
to be; she’s awfully 
good- natured — she 'd 
do anything for you. 
When I get into 
trouble, I know Nan 
will be my sheet- 
anchor.” 

“Then I hope the 
eable will hold,’ said 
Frank Kane. 

They reached 
Brighton. ‘Tom Beres- 


ford found his com- 


Only the girls have 


panion strangely silent 


had bad times of it 


and preoccupied. ‘The 


about their sweet- 
hearts. I mean the 
Baby” 
“The Baby! 
old is she?” 

* Eighteen; and uncommonly good looking, I think. 
Have some sherry. Well, the Baby made the acquaint- 
ance at somebody’s house of a young fellow—son of a 
barrister—not a farthing but what he picks up at pool. 
I don’t think she meant anything—I don’t a bit. 
There’s a lot of that kind of nonsense goes on down 
there: Nan is the only one who has kept clear out of it. 
Well, the guardians didn’t see it; and they went to the 
Court; and they got. the Vice-Chancellor to issue an 
order forbidding young Hanbury from having any sort 
of communication with Madge. Now, you know, if you 
play any games with an order of that sort hanging over 
you, it’s the very devil. It is. Won’t you have some 
pickles ?” J 

** And how is Miss Madge affected by the order ?” 
asked Captain King. i 

“Oh,” said this garrulous youth, who had entirely 


How 


‘ 

“ Look here, I will give you another thirty.” 

“ Sixty ina hundred ?” said King, laughing. ‘“ Well, 
that is rather a confession of bad play.’ 

“Oh, as for that,” said Mr. ‘Tom, “I don’t see that 
a naval officer should be ashamed of playing badly at 
billiards. He should be proud of it. I shan’t glory in 
it if I beat you.” 

Mr. Tom was really very friendly. 
of games or so he said— 

“Look here, it’s nearly four o’clock. Iam going 
down to Brighton by the 4.30. Will you come down 
and see my mother and the girls? I am afraid we can’t 
put you up; but you can get a bed-room at the Norfolk 
or Prince’s ; and we dine at eight.” 

Frank King hesitated for a minute or two. Ever 
since he had come to England he had had a strange 
wish to see Nan Beresford, even though he had heard 


After a couple 
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fact was that Captain 
Frank was very un- 
usually agitated. He 
hoped she might not 
be alone. ‘Then he 
strove to convince himself that she must be quite altered 
now. She must be quite different from the young girl 
who walked up the Spliigen pass with him. ‘Then she 
was scarcely over seventeen; now she was over twenty. 
He would see some one he might fail to recognise; not 
the Nan of former days; not the Nan that had long ago 
enchained him with her frank, odd ways and her true 
eyes. “ 

They drove first to a hotel, and secured a bed; then 
they went to Brunswick-terrace. When they went up 
stairs to the drawing-room, they found it empty. 

“They can’t be all out,” said Mr. Tom; “I'll go 
and find them.” 

He left; and Captain Frank began to try to quict 
down this uncalled-for perturbation. Why should he 
fear to see her? The past was over. Never was any 
decision given more irrevocably ; even if there had been’ 
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any question as to an open future, that had been dis- 
posed of by the news s that had met him on his return to 
England. It ought only to be a pleasure to him to see 
ia He thought she would welcome him in a kind 
way; and he would show her that he quite accepted 
circumstances as they were. Only—and this he kept 
repeating to himself—he must expect to be dis- 


illusionised. Nan would no longer be that former 
Nan. Some of the freshness and the young wonder 


would be gone; she would be eligible as a friend ; that, 
on the whole, was better. 

Well, the door opened, and he turned quickly ; and 
then his heart jumped. No; she had not changed at 
all, he said to himself 
as she advanced to- 
wards him with a smile 
and a frankly extended 
hand. The same plea- 


NUMBER OF 


straying to the younger girl, who had gone to restore 
Nan’s portrait to its place, and he was astonished to sce 
how this family likeness could extend even to the pose of 
the figure and the motion of the hand. He could almost 
have believed now that that was Nan there ; only he had 
been told that the real Nan—no doubt very much 
altered—was for the time being staying with some friends 
at Lewes. 

In due time he went away to his hotel to dress for 
dinner—an. operation that was somewhat mechanically 
performed. He was thinking chiefly of what Mr. Tom 
had told him in the railway-carriage concerning the 


young gentleman who had been w arned off by the Vi 1ce- 
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middle of his spacious shirt-front shone a large opal, 
surrounded with small diamonds. 

Captain King had the honour of taking Lady Beres- 
ford down to dinne *; and he sate between. her and Miss 
Madge. It soon became apparent that there was going 
to be’ no lack of conyersation. John Roberts, the ‘soda- 
water manufacturer, was a man who had a large enjoy- 
ment of life, and liked to let people know it, though 
without the least ostentation or pretence on his part. 
He took it for granted that all his neighbours must 
necessarily be as keenly interested as himself in the 
horse he had ridden that morning to the meet. of the 
Southdown foxhounds, and in the run from Henderley 
Wood through the 
Buxted covers to Crow- 
borough village. But 
then he was not at all 
bound up in either 


sant eyes ; the same 


fox-hounds or harriers. 


graceful, lithe figure ; 


He was as deeply in- 


the same soft voice, as 


terested as anyone pre- 


WUT da 


she said —— 


sent in the fanecy-dress 


* Oh, how do you 


ball of the next week, 


do, Captain King ?’ 


and knew all the most 


And yet he was be- 
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striking costumes that 


wildered. There was 


were being prepared. 


something strange. 

“TJ am very glad 
to see you again, Miss 
Anne,” he stammered. 

She looked at him 
for amoment, puzzled ; 
and then she said, with 
a quiet smile— 

“Oh, but I’m not 


Nan. I see you have 
forgotten me. I’m 


Madge.” 


CHAPTER XII. 
NEW POSSIBILITIES. 
‘Many people have 
told me Iam very like 
what Nan used to be,’ 
continued Miss Madge, 
pleasantly. * And tives: e 
is a photograph of 
her Let me see, 
where is it?” 

She went to a table 
and opened an album ; 
his eyes following her 
with wonder and a 
vague bewildered de- 
light. For this wasa_ . 
new acquisition to the 
world; another Nan ; 

a Nan free from all 

hateful ties; a Nan 

not engaged to be 

married. Presently she 

returned with a card 

in her hand. 
“Ttonvwas 


taken at 
Rome the time Nan 
went to Italy. That’s 
more than three years 
now. I think myself 
it is like me; though 
itis rather too young 
for me.” 

It was indeed re- 


No matter what it 


was—old oak, the pro- 


markably like. But 


yet sure enough it was 


Nan—the Nan that i: 


remembered walking 


about the brilliant hot 


gardens at Bellagio. 


Here she was standing 


at a table; her he: od 


bent down; her hand 


placed on an open 


book. It was a pretty 


posed importation of 
Chinese servants, port 
wine, diamonds, black 
Wedgwood, ~ hunters, 
furred — driving-coats, 
anything, in short, that 
was sensible, and prac- 
tical, and English, and 
conduced to man’s solid 
comfort and welfare in 
this far too speculative 
and visionary world— 
he talked about all such 
things with vigour, 
precision, and ~ de- 
light. The substantial, 
healthy look of him 
was something in a 
room. Joy radiated 
from him. When you 
heard him describe how 
damsons could best be 
preserved, you could 
make sure that there 
was a firm and healthy 


digestion: he was not 
one of the wretched 


creatures who prolong 
their depressed exist- 
ence by means of 
Angostura bitters, and 
only wake up to an 
occasional flicker of 
life at the instigation 
of sour champagne. 
This talk of the joy- 
ous Roberts was chiefly 


addressed to Lady 
Beresford ; so it gave 


Frank King plenty of 
opportunity of making 
the acquaintance of 
Nan’s. younger sister. 
And she seemed 
anxious to be very 
pleasant and kind to 
him. She wanted to 
know all about Kings- 
court, and what shoot- 
ing they had had. She 
told him how they 
passed the day at 
Brighton; and inci- 
dentally mentioned that 


they generally walked 


on the Pier in the 


attitude ; but it hid 


forenoon. 


Nan’s eyes. 

“Yes, it would do 
eapitally as a portrait 
of you,” he said. 
quickly ; ‘‘no wonder 
I was mistaken. And 


your sister Edith, has she grown up to be like your 


eldest sister in the same wi ay?” 


“Oh, no; Edith never was like the rest of us. 
is dark, you know” 
Any further discussion of Miss Edith’s appearance 
was stopped by the entrance of that young lady herself, 
who was preceded by her mamma. Lady Beresford 
received Captain King very kindly, and repeated her 
son’s invitation that ‘the should dine with them that 
evening. And had he seen the Strathernes since his 
return? And how long did he propose remaining in 
Brighton ? And which hotel was he staying at? 

The fact was, Captain King was still a little bewil- 
dered. He answered as he best could Lady Berestord’s 
questions, and also replied to some profound remarks of 
Miss Edith’s concerning the rough weather in the 
Channel; but all the time his eyes were inadvertently 


“dith 


* But you won’t be 


Chancellor. He had taken little interest in the story 
then : now he was anxious to recollect it. Certainly Miss 
Madge did not seem to have suffered much from that 
separ ration. 

When he returned to Brunswick-terrace he found 
that the only other guest of the evening had arrived, 
and was in the dauea ing-room with the family. From the 
manner in which this gentleman held himself aloof from 
Miss Edith, and did not even speak to her or appear to 
recognise her — Frank King concluded that he 
must be Miss Edith’s suitor—no other, indeed, than 
the person whom Mr. Tom had called Soda-water. 
Soda-water, if this were he, was a man of about. five- 
and-thirty, of middle height, fresh- complexioned, and of 
wiry build, looking more like an M.F. H., in fact, than 
anything clse. His clothes seemed to fit well, but 
perhaps that was because he had a good figure; in the 


going to-morrow, will 


REVEALED BE yGRRee. you?” he said, quickly. 


“Why not?” she 
said. 
“Tam afraid the 


Weather promises to be wild. The wind is south-west, 
and freshening. Listen!” 

There was a faint, intermittent, monotonous rumble 
outside, that told of the breaking of the sea on the 
beach. 

“That ground-swell generally comes before a storm,” 
he" eaids* eh thought it looked bad as I came 
alan? 

“Why should you prophesy evil?” she said, 
petulantly. 

“Qh, well, let us look at the chances on the othe 
side,” he said, with good-humour. “The best of 
Brighton is that there is nothing to eateh and hold the 
clouds; so, with a fresh southerly wind you may have 
them blown away inland, and then you Ww ill haye breaks 
of fine weather. And then the streets dry up quickly 
in Brighton.” 
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“ But all that means that it’s going to be. a wet 
day,” she said, as if he were responsible. 

““ With breaks, I hope,’ he answered, cheerfully. 
«And then, you know, living at Brighton, you ought to 
be half a sailor—you shouldn’t mind a shower.”’ 

* Oh, but I do,” she said. “It’s all very well for 
Nan to get on her thick boots and her waterproof and 
go splashing away across ploughed fields, I wonder 
what the house would be like if every one went on in 
that way, and came home all over mud.” 

However, Madge soon repented of her petulance, 
and was quite attentively kind to the new guest, even 
reproving him for not attending to his dinner and letting 
things pass. 

Dinner over, Mr. Tom took his mother’s seat, and 
somewhat grandly sent round the wine. As nobody 
took any, and as starting subjects of interest was not 
Mr. Tom’s strong point, he suddenly proposed that they 
should go into the billiard-room and send for the girls. 
This was acceded to at once. 

Now billiards is a game in which a good deal of 
favour can be shown, in a more or less open way. Mr. 
Tom, having no one of sufficient skill to match himself 
against, chose to mark; and directed the remaining 
four to have a double-handed game. Mr. Roberts 
immediately declared that Madge and himself would 
play Captain King and Miss Edith. This was assented 
to in silence—though Madge did not look well pleased ; 
and the game began. 

Very soon, Mr. Tom said, 

* What's the matter with you, Madge ? 
playing dark? Have you got money on?” 

Frank King followed Madge, and it was most 
extraordinary how she was always missing by a hair’s- 
breath, and leaving balls over pockets, 

* What do you mean, Madge?” Mr. Tom protested. 
“Why didn’t you put the white ball in, and go into 
baulk ?” 

“I don’t play Whitechapel,”’ said Madge, proudly. 

Frank King and his partner seemed to be getting on 
very well; somehow, Madge and the joyous Roberts 
did not score. 

** Look here,” said Mr. Tom, addressing the company 
at large, after she had missed an easy shot. “She’s 

only humbugging. She’s a first-rate player. She 
could give any one of you thirty in a hundred, and 
make you wish you had never been born, I say it’s all 
humbug. She’s a first-rate player: why, she once beat 
me, playing eyen!”’ 

But even this protest did not hinder Frank King 
and Edith coming out triumphant winners ; and Madge 
did not seem at all depressed by her defeat—though 
she said apologetically to Mr. Roberts that one could 
not play one’s best always. 

Mr. Tom perceived that this would not do; so he 
fell back on pool (penny and sixpenny)—so that each 
should fight for his own hand. He himself took a ball, 
but. being strong and also magnanimous, would have 
no more than two liyes. 

Here, however, a strange thing happened. ‘ Frank 
King’s ball was yellow; Madge’s green; Mr. 'Tom’s 
brown. Now, by some mysterious process, that yellow 
ball. was always in a’commanding position near the 
middle of the table: while, when Mr. Tom came to 
play, the green ball was as invariably under a cushion. 

“Well, you ave a sniggler, Madge,” said her brother, 
becoming very angry. ‘You play for ‘not -a siagle 
thing but the cushion. I didn’t think you cared so 
much for twopence-halfpenny in coppers.” 

* How can I play out when you follow?” said 
Madge; but eyen that flattery of his skill was un- 

availing. 

‘Wait a bit,” said he. “I'll eateh you. You 
can’t always sniggle successfully. yen Roberts him- 
self—I beg your pardon, Mr. Roberts, it was the other 
Roberts I meant-—couldn’t always get under the 
cushion. Wait a bit.” 


Are you 


’ 


There was no doubt that Madge was 4 most pro- 


voking and persistent sniggler. She would play for 
nothing, and the consequence was that Frank King, to 
his own intense astonishment, found himself possessed of 
his original three lives, while everybody else’s lives were 
slowly dwindling down. She played with such judgment. 
indeed that Mr. Tom at length got seriously angry, and. 


began to hit wildly at the green ball in the sayage hope 
of fluking it, the inevitable result being that he ran in 
himself twice, and departed from the game—and from 
the room, too, saying he was going to smoke a cigar. 

Then these four diverged into various varieties of the 
game, in all of which Madge was Frank King’s champion 
and instructress ; and he was very grateful to her,and tried 
to do his best—though he was chiefly engaged in think- 
ing that her clear blue-grey eyes were so singularly like 
Nan’s eyes. Indeed, Madge had now to put forth all 
her skill, for he and she were playing partners against 
the other two, and it was but little help she got from 
him. 

“Tam very sorry,” he said to her, after making a 
fearfully bad shot. ‘I ought to apologise.’ 

* At all events, don’t always leaye the red ball over a 
pocket,” she said, sharply—but that may have been less 
temper than an eyidence that she was really in earnest 
about the game. 

Moreoyer, they came out victors after all, and she 
was greatly pleased; and she modestly disclaimed what 
he said about her having done all the scoring, and said 
she thought he played very well considering how few 
opportunities he must have had of practising. As she 
said so—looking frankly towards him—he thought that 
was just the way Nan would have spoken. The pleasant 
and refined expression of the mouth was just the same, 
and there was the same careless grace of the fair hair 
that escaped from its bonds in fascinating tangles. He 
thought her face was a little less freckled than Nan’s— 
perhaps she did not brave the sunlight and the sea-air so 
much. 

The evening passed with a wonderful rapidity; when 
Mr. Tom came back again into the room—followed by 
a servant bringing seltzer-water and things—they found 
it was nearly eleven. 

“T must bid your mamma good-night, and be off,” 
said Frank King to Madge. 

* Oh,” she said, “it is unnecessary. Mamma goes 
to her room early. She will make her excuses to you 
to-morrow.” ; 

In an instant the pale, pretty face had flushed up. 

“T mean when you call again—if you are not going 
back to London at once,’’ she stammered. 

“ Oh, no,” he said, quite eagerly, “Iam not going 
back to London at once. I may stay here some little 
time. And, of course, I shall call and sée your mamma 
again if I may—perhaps to-morrow.” 

“Then we may see you again,” she said, pleasantly, 
as she offered him her hand. ‘ Good-night. Edith and 
I will leave you to your billiards and cigars. “And I 
hope your prophecies are not going to interfere with 
our morning walk to-morrow. When there is a heavy 
sea coming in you see it yery well from the New Pier. 
Good-night.” 

Miss Madge went up stairs to her room; but 
instead of composing her mind to sleep, she took out 
writing materials, and wrote this letter :— 

*“ Dear old Mother Nan, ; 

“You won't guess who is below at this moment— 
11 p.m.—playing billiards with Tom and Mr. Roberts. 
Captain King. If I were he I would call myself 
Holford-King, for that sounds better. Edith says he is 
greatly improved; and she always said he was, nice 
looking. I think he is improved. He was not in 
uniform, of course, which was a pity, for I remember 
him before; but, at all events, he wore neat, plain gold 
studs, and not a great. big diamond or opal. I can’t 
bear men wearing jewels like that; why don’t they 
wear a string of pearls*round their neck? I have been 
in such a fright. H. sent me a letter—not in his own 
handwriting. Isn’t it silly? I don’t want my name in 
the papers. ‘Tom says they will put him in prison ‘like 
winking’ if he is not careful.- It is stupid; and, of 
course, I shall not answer it, or have anything to do 
with him. Mr. Roberts dined here this .evening. I 
think he has too much to say for himself. I lke 
quiet and gentlemanly men. Captain King and his 
party got 185 pheasants last Thursday, to say nothing 
of hares and rabbits; so I suppose they have good 
shooting; I wish they would ask Tom. C. J. has 
disappeared from Brighton so far as I can make 
out; and I beleive (sc) he is haunting the neigh- 
bourhood of Lewes, looking out for a certain old 
Mother Hubbard. Happily he has got nothing to fear 
from the Chancery people; I suppose they daren’t 
interfere with the Church. My seal-skin coat has come 
back, it is beautiful now; and I have got a hat and 
feather exactly the same colour as my Indian red skirt, 
so I think they will go yery well together. ‘The seal- 
skin looks blacker than it was. ‘The sea is rough 
to-night, but I hope to get down the Pier to-morrow 


morning. Brighton is fearfully crowded just now; and’. 


you should come away from that sleepy old Lewes, and 
have a look at your friends. Good-night, dear Nan. 
“ Mapex.” 


CHAPTER XIIT. 
ORMUZD AND AHRIMAN. 


The woman is not born who can quite forget the man 
who has once asked her to become his wife, even though 
at the moment she may have rejected the offer without 
a thought of hesitation. Life with her, as with all of 
us, isso much a matter of experiment, and so rarely turns 
out to be what one anticipated, that even when she is 
married, and surrounded with children, husband, and 
friends, she cannot but at times bethink herself of that 


proposal, and wonder what would have happened 
if she had accepted it. Would her own life have 
been fuller, happier, Jess occupied with trivial 
and sordid cares? Would he have become as great 
and famous if she had married him, and hampered 
him with early ties? Might not she—supposing 
things to have gone the other way—have saved him 
from utter ruin, and have given him courage and hope ? 
After all, there is nothing more important in the world 
than human happiness; and as tke simple * Yes” or 
“No” of maidenhood may decide the happiness of not 
one but two lives, that is why it is a matter of universal 
interest in song and story ; and that is why quite elderly 
people, removed by half a century from such frivolities 
themselves, but nevertheless possessed of memory and 
a little imagination, and still conscious that life has been 
throughout a puzzle and a game of chance, and that 
even in their case it might have turned out very dit- 
ferently, find themselves awaiting with a strange 
curiosity and anxiety the decision of some child of 
seventeen, knowing no more of the world than a baby 
dormouse. 

On the other hand, the woman who does not marry 
is still less likely to forget such an offer. Here, plainly 
enough, was a turning point in her lite; what has 
happened since she owes to her decision then. And as 
an unmarried life is naturally and necessarily an un- 
fulfilled life, where no great duty or purpose steps in to 
stop the gap, it is but little wonder, if in moments of 
disquietude or unrest, the mind should travel away in 
strange speculations, and if the memory of a particular 
person should be kept very green indeed. Nan Beres- 
ford, at the age of twenty, would: have been greatly 
shocked if you had told her that during the past. three 
years she had been almost continually thinking about 
the young sailor whom she had rejected at Bellagio. 
Had she not been most explicit—even eagerly explicit ? 
Had she not experienced an extraordinary sense of relief 
when he was well away from the place, and when she 
could prove to herself in close self-examination that she 
was in no way to blame for what had occurred? She 
was a little sorry for him, it is true; but she could 
not believe that it was a very serious matter. He would 
soon forget that idle dream in the brisk realities of his 
profession; and he would show that he was not lke 
those other young men who came fluttering round her 
sisters with their simmering sentimentalites and vain 
flirtations. Above all, she had been explicit. That 
episode was over and closed. It was attached to Bel- 
lagio: leaving Bellagio, they would leave it also behind. 
And she was glad to get away from Bellagio. 

Yes; Nan would have been greatly shocked if you 
had told her that during these three years she had been 
frequently thinking of Frank King—except, of course, 
in the way any one may think of an officer in her 
Majesty’s Navy, whose name sometimes appears in the 
Admiralty appointments inthe newspapers. Her mind was 
set on far other and higher things. It was the churches 
and pictures of Italy that began it—the frescoes in the 
cloisters, the patient sculpture telling of the devotion of 
lives, eyen the patient needlework on the altars. She 
seemed to breathe the atmosphere of an Age of Faith. 
And when, after a long period of delightful reverie 
abroad, and mystical enjoyment of music and archi- 
tecture and painting all combining to place their noblest 
gifts at the service of religion, she returned to her 
familiar home’ in Brighton, some vague desire still 
remained in her heart that she might be able to make 
something beautiful of her life, something less selfish 
and worldly than the lives of most she saw around her. 
And it so happened that among her friends those who 
seemed to her most earnest in their faith and most ready 
to help the poor and the suffering, those who had the 
highest ideals of existence and stroye faithfully to reach 
these, were mainly among the High Church folk. 
Insensibly she drew nearer and nearer to them. She 
took no interest at all in any of the controversies then 
raging about the position of the Ritualists in the Church 
of England; it was persons not principles that claimed 
her regard; and when she saw that So-and-so and 
So-and-so in her own small circle of friends were living, 
or striving to live, pure and noble and self-sacrificing 
lives, she threw in her lot with them, and: she was 
warmly welcomed. For Nan was popular in a way. 
All that acerbity of her younger years had now ripened 
into a sort of sweet and tolerant good-humour. ‘Tom 
Beresford called her a Papist, and angrily told her to 
give up “that incense-dodge ;’’ but he was very fond 
of her all the same; and honoured her alone with his 
confidence ; and would have no one say any ill of her. 
Nay, for her sake he consented to be civil to the Rev. 
Mr. Jacomb. 

Of Charles Jacomb it needs only be said at present 
that he had recently been transferred to an ex remely 
High Church at Brighton from an equally Hign Church 
in a large, populous, and poor parish in the south-east of 
London, wherethesemi-Catholicservices had succeeded in 
attractingaconsiderable number of people who otherwise 
would probably haye gone to no church at all. It was 
his description of his work in this neighbourhood that 
had won for him the respect and warm esteem of Nan 
Beresford. The work was hard. The services were 
almost continuous; there was a great deal of visitation 
to.be got through; in these labours he naturally ran 
against. cases of distress that no human being could 
withstand; and he had £60 a year. Moreover, there 
were no delicate compensations such as attend the 
labours of curates in some more fayoured places. ‘There 
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was not—Mr. Jacomb emphatically remarked—there 
was not a gentleman in the parish. When he went to 
Brighton he had considerably less ‘work, and a great 
deal more of dinners and society, and pleasant 
attentions. And Mr. Jacomb, while he was a devoted, 
earnest, and hard-working priest, was also an English- 
man, and liked his dinner, and that was how he became 
acquainted with the Beresfords, and gradually grew to 
be an intimate friend of the family. His attentions to 
Nan were marked, and she knewit. She knew, although 
he had said nothing to her about it, that he wished her 
to be his wife ; and though she would rather haye been 
enabled to devote her life to some good end in some 
other way, was not this the only way open to her? By 
herself, she was so helpless to do anything. So many 
of her friends seemed to cultivate religion as a higher 
species of emotion—a sort of luxurious satisfaction that 
ended with themselves. Nan wanted to do something. 
If Mr. Jacomb had still been’in the south-east of 
London, working on his £60 a year, Nan would have 
had no doubt as to what she ought to do. 

But Nan had very serious doubt; more than. that, 
she sometimes broke down, and delivered herself ‘over 
to the deyil. At such times a strange yearning would 
take possession of her; the atmosphere of exalted religious 
emotion in which she lived would begin to feel stifling ; 
at all costs, she would have to get out of this hot-house 
and gain a breath of brisk sea air. And then she would 
steal away like a guilty thing on one of her long land 
cruises along the coast ; and she would patiently talk to 
the old shepherds on the downs, and wait for their laconic 
answers; and she would make observations to the coast- 
guardsmen about the weather; and always her eyes, 
which were yery clear and long-sighted, were on the 
outlook for Singing Sal. Then, if by some rare and 
happy chance she did run across that free-and-easy 
vagrant, they always hada long chat together—Sal very 
respectful, the young lady very matter-of-fact ; and 
generally the talk came round to be about sailors. Nan 
Beresford had got to know the rig of every vessel that 
sailed the sea. Further than that, she herself was 
unaware that every morning as she opened the newspaper 
she inadvertently turned first of all to the “ Naval 
and Military Intelligence,’ until she had acquired an 
extraordinary knowledge of the goings and comings and 

-foreign stations of her Majesty’s ships. And if she 

sometimes reflected that most officers were transferred 
to home stations for a time, or took their leaye in the 
ordinary way, and also that she had never heard of 
Captain King—for she saw he had been made Com- 
mander. on account of some special seryice—being in 
England, was it not natural that she might haye a secret 
consciousness that she was, perhaps, responsible for his 
long banishment ? 

‘But these solitary prowls along the coast, and these 
conferences with Singing Sal, were wrong; and she 
knew they were wrong; and she went back to the 
calmer atmosphere of those beautiful services in which 
the commonplace, vulgar world outside was forgotten. 
She grew, indeed, to haye a mysterious feeling that to 
her the Rey. Charles Jacomb personified Religion, and 
that Singing Sal in like manner was a sort of high 
priestess of Nature; and that they were in deadly 
antagonism. They were Ormuzd and Ahriman. She 
was a strangely fanciful young woman, and she dwelt 
much on this thing, until, half fearing certain untoward 
doubts and promptings of her heart, she began to think 
that if now and at once Mr. Jacomb would only ask her 
to be his wife she would ayoid all perils and confusions 
by directly accepting him, and so decide her future 
for eyer. 

But that morning that brought her Madge’s letter 
saying that Captain Frank King was in Brighton, Nan 
was singularly disturbed. She was staying with the 
Rey. Mr. Clarke and his wife—an old couple who liked 
to have their house brightened occasionally by the 
presence of some one of younger years. They were 
good people—very, very good; and a little tedious. 
Nan, however, was allowed considerable liberty; and 
was sometimes away the whole day from breakfast-time 
till dinner. 


Madge had written her letter in a hurry; but did 


not post it, in her inconsequential fashion, until the 
afternoon of the next day, so that Nan got it on the 


morning of the following day. She read and re-read it ; 
and then, somehow, she wanted to think about it in the 


_ ment, as was her wont, but for practice. 


open—under the wide skies, near the wide sea. She 
wanted to go out—and think. And she was a little bit 
terrified to find that her heart was beating fast. 

She made some excuse or other after breakfast, and 
departed. Ti was a clear, beautiful December morning, 
the sun shining brilliantly on the evergreens and on the 
red houses of the bright, clean, picturesque, English- 
looking old town. She went down to the station, and 
waited for the first train going to Newhaven. When it 
came in, she took her place; and away the train went, 
at no breakneck speed, down the wide valley of the 
Ouse, which, even on this cold December morning, 
looked pleasant and cheerful enough. For here and 
there the river caught a steely-blue light from the sky 
overhead; and the sunshine shone along the round 
chalk hills ; and there were little patches of villages far 


away among the dusk of the leafless trees, where the 


chureh-spire rising into the blue seemed to attract the 
wheeling of pigeons. To Nan it was all a familiar 
scene; she frequently spent the day in this fashion. 

Nan was now three years older than when we last 
saw her at Bellagio. Perhaps she had not grown much 
prettier—and she never had great pretensions that way; 
but along with the angularity, so to speak, of her ways 
of thinking she had also lost the boniness of her figure. 
She was now more fully formed, though her figure was 
still slender and graceful ; and she had acquired a grave 
and sweet expression, that spoke of a very kindly, 
humorous, tolerant nature within. Children came to 
her readily ; and she let them pull her hair. She was 
incapable of a harsh judgment. ‘The world seemed 
beautiful to her; and she enjoyed living—especially 
when she was on the high downs overlooking the sea. 

This getting out into the open was on this occasion 
a great relief to her. She argued with herself. What 
dia it matter to her whether Frank King were in 
Brighton ; or even that he had been at the house in 
Brunswick-terrace, dining, and playing billiards? He 
had probably forgotten that ever he had been at Bellagio. 
She was glad the weather was fine. No doubt her 
sisters would soon be setting out for their morning stroll 
down the Pier. 

Nan had taken her ticket for Newhaven Wharf, 
with a vague intention of walking from thence by the 
short cut to Seaford, and from Seaford to Alfriston, 
and so back to Lewes. However, when the train 
stopped, she thought she would have a look at, the 
harbour; and very pretty and bright and busy it 
appeared on this clear morning; the brass and copper 
of the steamers all-polished up; flags flying; the sun 
brilliant on the green water of the estuary and on the 
blue water of the ponds beyond that were ruffled with the 
wind. Then, just below her, came in the ferry-boat. She 
thought she would cross (though that was not the way 
to Seaford). When she got to the other side, the slopes 
leading up to the fort seemed temptingly high; she 
knew that from the summit of the downs this morning 
one would have a splended view. And so, perhaps from 
mere habit, she took the old familiar road—past the 
coastguard station, past the pools of ruffled water, up 
the valley by the farmstead, and so_on to the high and 
solitary downs overlooking the wide, moving, shining 
sea. 

Brighton ought to be fair and beautiful on such a 
morning as this; perhaps by-and-by she might come 
to have a glimpse of the pale yellow terraces of the 
distant town. No doubt by this time Edith and Madge 
were on the Pier—Madge with her red skirt and black 
sealskin coat. Madge always dressed smartly—perhaps 
eyen a trifle boldly. The band would be playing now. 
In the sheltered places it would be almost warm ; there 
you could sit down and talk and watch the ships go by. 
She supposed that in course of time they would go back 
for luncheon. ‘That was always a merry meal at home. 
They generally had visitors whom they hadmet casually— 
on the Pier or in the King’s Road. 

So Nan was thinking and dreaming as she walked 
idly along, when her attention was suddenly arrested by 
a sound as of music. She looked round; there was no 
human being in sight; and the telegraph-wires, which 
sometimes decei zed the ear, were far too far away. Then 
as she went on again, she discoyered whence the sound 
proceeded—from a little wooden hut facing the sea, 
which had probably been erected there as a shelter for 
the coastguardsmen. As she drew nearer, she recognised 
the staccato twanging of a guitar ; soshe made sure this 
was Singing Sal. She drew nearer still—her footsteps 
unheard on the smooth turf—and then she discoyered 
that Sal was singing away to herself, not for amuse- 
| There were 
continual repetitions. Nan got quite close to the hut, 
and listened. 

Singing Sal was ‘doing her very best. She was 
singing with very great effect; and she had a hard, 
clear, yoice that could make itself heard, if it was not 
of very fine quality. But what struck Nan aas the 
cleyer fashion in which this woman was imitating the 
Newcastle burr. It was a pitman’s song, with a refrain 
something like this— 

Ho thy way,* my bonnie bairn, 
Ho thy way, wpon my airm, 

Ho thy way, thou still may learn 
To say Dada sae bonnie. 


It was very clear that Sal was proud of her performance; 
and she had a good right to be; for she had caught the 


*T do not know what this means—“ hold thy wail’? The song 
is a common one in the North of England. 
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guttural accent to perfection. Tor the rest, it was an 
instructive song to be sung as a lullaby toa child ; for this 
was what Nan more or less made out amid the various 
experiments and repetitions :— 


Oh, Johnnie is a clever lad: 
Last neet he fuddled all he had; 
This morn he wasna very bad ; 
He looked the best of ony! 
When Johnnie’s drunk he ’ll tak a knife, 
And threaten sair to hae my life: 
Wha wadna be a pitman’s wife, 
To hae a lad like Johnnie ! 


Yonder’s Johnnie coming noo ; 

He looks the best of a’ the crew! 
They ’ve all gone to the Barley Moo, 
To hae a glass wi’ Johnnie. 

So let’s go get the bacon fried, 

And let us mak a clean fireside, 

And when he comes he will thee ride 
Upon his knee sae cannie. 

Ho thy way, my bonnie bairn, 

Ho thy way, wpon my: airm, 

Ho thy way, thou still may learn 
To say Dada sae bonnie ! 


But this was likely to go on for ever; so Nan quietly 
stepped round to the door of the hut, where she found 
Singing, Sal sitting on the little cross-bench, entirely 
occupied with her guitar and the new song. When she 
looked up, on finding the door darkened, she did not 
scream ; her nerves were not excitable. 

“Oh, dear me, is it you, Miss?” she said. ‘ No 
wonder I did not hear ye; for I was making enough 
noise myself. I hope you are very well, Miss; it is 
many a day since I have seen you on the downs.” 

‘** J have been living in Lewes for some time,” said 
Nan. ‘TI have been listening to the song you were 
singing, That is not the kind of song that sailors like, 
1s. It 2? 

So they had begun about sailors again; and the 
good genius Ormuzd was clean forgotten. 


CHAPTER XIV. 
AT HOME. 


All that night, as Frank King had feared, a heavy 
gale from the south-west raged furiously; the wind 
shaking the houses with violent gusts; the sea thunder- 
ing along the beach. But in the morning, when 
Brighton awoke, it found that the worst of the storm 
had passed oyer, leaving only a disturbed and dan- 
gerous look about the elements, and also a singular 
clearness in the air, so that the low hard colours of 
water and land and sky were strangely intense and 
vivid. Near the shore the sea had been beaten into a 
muddy brown; then that melted into a cold green 
further out; and that again deepened and deepened 
until it was lost in a narrow line of ominous purple, 
black just where the sea met the vague and yaporous 
grey sky. In fact, at this moment; the seaward view 
from any Brighton window resembled nothing so much 
as an attempt at water-colour that a schoolgirl has got into 
a hopeless mess through washing and washing away at 
her skies until she has got her heaviest colour smudged 
over the horizon-line. 

But then that was only temporary. Every few 
minutes another change would steal over this strange, 
shifting, clear, dar world. Sometimes a long streak 
of sunny green—as sharp as the edge of a knife—far 
out at sea told that there was some unseen rift declaring 
itself overhead in that watery sky. Then a pale grey- 
ness would come up from the south-west and slowly 
cover over Worthing as with a veil; and then again 
that could be seen to go trailing away inland, and the 
long spur beyond the bay appear blacker than ever. 
Sometimes too, as if in contrast with all these cold hard 
tones and colours, a wonder of light would slowly con- 
centrate on the far cliffs in the east, until Seaford Head 
became a mass of glorified golden-white hung appa- 
rently between sea and sky. Altogether, it was not a 
day to tempt fashionable folk to go out for their accus- 
tomed promenade; and assuredly it was not a day, sup- 
posing them bent on going out, to suggest that they 
should be too elaborate about their costume. 

Nevertheless, when Miss Madge Beresford came 
into the billiard-room, where her brother was patiently 
practising the spot-stroke, her appearance seemed to 
produce a great effect. 

“Well, we have got on a swagger dress this time!” 
cried Mr. Tom, who, though he had never been to 


‘Oxford, was a genuine free-trader in slang, and was 


ready to import it from anywhere. 

He stared at her—at her dark Indian-red hat and 
skirt, and her long tight-fitting black sealskin coat— 
and she bore the scrutiny patiently. 

“You are not going out on a morning like this?” 
he said, at length. 

“There is no rain now; and the streets are quite 
dry,” pleaded Madge. * I know it’s going to be fine.” 

“It’s no use, Baby. There won't be a soul to 
admire your new dress. Better go and finish those 
slippers for me.” 

He proceeded with his billiards. 

* Won't you come, Tom?” she said. “I went to 
the bazaar with you, when you wanted to see Kate 
Harman ?” 

“Wanted to see Kate Harman,” he said, con- 
temptuously. ‘Couldn’t anybody see Kate Harman 
who paid half-a-crown at the door?” 


ENGRAVED BY FROMENT, 


*But I took you up and introduced you to 
her.” 

“Tntroduced me to her! What introduction do 
you need at a stall at a bazaar, except to pay a 
couple of sovereigns for a shilling’s worth of scent ? 
Who told you I wanted to speak to Kate Harman ? 
1’ll tell you what it is, Baby; it’s very unladylike 
to impute motives.” 


“T never did anything of the kind,” said his 
sister, hotly. ‘* Never.” 

She did not quite understand what accusation 
had been brought against her; but she did not like 
the sound of the word “ unladylike.” 

“Very well,” said he, laying down his cue, 
‘since you say I am incapable of speaking the truth, 
I suppose I must go and walk up and down the 
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Pier with you. There's one thing sure: J 
shan’t be stared at.” 

So he went and got his hat and cane and 
gloves, and when he had buttoned himself all 
oyer into the smallest. possible compass, he 
called for his sister, and together they went 
out into the gusty, clear, sea-scented morning. 

They had the spacious thoroughfare nearly 
to themselves, though the pavements were 
fairly dry now. For the day was wild-looking 
still; the occasional gleam of sunlight was 
spectral and watery; anda black shadow 
melting into a soft grey told of showers falling 
far away at sea. At a great many drawing- 
room windows, coffee-room windows, club 
windows, were people standing, their hands 
behind their back, apparently uncertain 
whether or not to venture out. And no doubt 
some of these, remarking Tom and Madge 
Beresford pass, must have thought they 
formed a very handsome couple—the tall well- 
built young fellow who looked three-and- 
twenty though he was not so much, and the 
pretty girl of eighteen who also had a good 
figure and walked well. ‘Their features were 
much alike too ; most would have guessed them 
to be brother and sister. 

*T observe,’ remarked Mr. Tom, profoundly, 
as he gazed with admiration at his own boots, 
“that when I come out with you, Baby, I have 
to do all the talking. When I go out with 
Nan, now, she does it all, and I am amused. 
It isn’t that I am selfish; but a girl come to 
your time of life—a woman, indeed—ought to 
cultivate the art of amusing people. ‘There is 
a want of originality about you” 

“There is a want of politeness about you,” 
said Miss Madge, calmly. 

“There is not that flow of ideas that helps 
one to pass the time. Now that ought to be 
the business of women. Men who have the 
hard work of the world to get through require 


to be entertained, and women should make 4 
study of it, and learn to be amusing’””—— 

“You won't talk like that to your rich 
widow,” said his sister, “* when you haye to go 
to her for a cheque.” 

“ Now there’s what I would eail a sort of 
vacuity in your mind,”’. he continued, bending 
his cane from time to time on the pavement, 
“that might be filled up with something. You 
might read the newspapers. You might get 
to know that a Conservative Government and a 
Liberal Government are not in office at the 
same time—not generally, at least.” 

“Tom,” she said, “do you think you could 
get Captain King to come to the Hunt ball?” 

He glanced at her suspiciously. 

“Captain King,” said he. ‘* How do you 
know 1 am going to see Captain King again? 
How do you know that he did not go back to 
town this morning?” 

“Because,” she answered, with her eyes 
fixed on ‘some distant object, “ because I can 
see him on the Pier.” 

Tom Beresford had a quick, dark suspicion 
that he had been made a fool of, even while 
he was lecturing his sister on her ignorance ; 
but he was not going to admit anything of 
the kind. 

“Yes,” he said, carelessly; “I fancy that 
is King coming along. I hope he won't be 
gone before we get there; I want him to tell 
me where he gets his boots. Mine aren’t bad, 
you know,” he said, glancing approvingly at 
these important objects, * but there’s a style 
about his that I rather fancy.” 

“Don’t forget about the ball, Tom,’ said 
his sister, “it would be very nice if we could 
get up a little party amongst ourselyes.”’ 

But Tom, as he walked along, continued to 
glance down at his glazed boots in a thoughtful 
and preoccupied manner; it was clear that his 
mind was charged concerning them. 
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Frank King was on the Pier, and very few others 
besides, except the musicians in their box. He threw 
away a cigar, and came forward quickly, His face 
expressed much pleasure, though he regarded Madge 
Beresford with something of timidity. 

“T was afraid you would not venture out on such a 
morning,”’ he said, looking at the clear blue-grey eyes 
that were immediately turned away. 

Her manner was civil, but that was all. She shook 
hands with him, of course, and regarded him for half a 
second; but then she turned aside somewhat, so that he 
and Tom might talk together. For he was Mr. Tom’s 
friend, and no doubt they might haye something to say 
to each other, about boots or cigars, or such things. 

However, the three of them very soon found them- 
selves walking together, up towards the end of the 
empty Pier, and'Tom was in an amazingly good humour, 
and did his best to amuse this new friend. They sate 
down where they were sheltered from the gusts of wind, 
and listened a little to the music, and talked a great 
deal—though Madge chiefly listened. Madge pretended 
to be mostly interested in the music, and in the few 
more people who had now been tempted to come down 
the Pier: but she knew that while her brother and 
Captain King were very busy talking, the latter was 
very frequently regarding her. What she did not know 
was that he was trying to make himself believe that that 
was Nan who was sittmg there. 

Then they went for a stroll again, and they looked 
at the kiosques, and they took refuge froma few passing 
drops of rain: and they hurried to see a heavy fishing- 
smack go by the end of the Pier, beating out against 
the south-westerly wind. And although Frank King 
again and again addressed her, as was demanded of him, 
she did not enter much into conversation with him. He 
was Tom’s friend, she let it be understood. Neyer- 
theless, she met his eyes once or twice, and she had a 
pleasant and amiable look. 

She began to think that there must be something 
very striking and attractive about this young sailor when 
even her brother ‘'tom—who seemed to consider that the 
whole world should wait upon his highness—so clearly 
went out of his way to make himself agreeable. Not 
only that, but when they had had enough of the Pier, 
and had taken a stroll or two along the King’s-road, 
bringing the time to nearly one o’clock, what must Mr. 
Tom do but insist that Frank King should come in and 
lunch with them? ) 

“ Well, I will,” said he, “if you will dine with me 
at the hotel in the evening. Dinmg by yourself at a 

hotel is not exhilarating.” 

“ But you'd far better dine with us too,” said Mr. 
‘Tom, boldly. 

“Oh, I can’t do that,” said Frank King—but with 
a slight inerease of colour which showed that he wished 
he could. ‘Even as it is lam afraid Lady Beresford 
will think it rather cool if I turn up again now.” 

“Oh, you don’t know what Brighton is at this time 
of year,” said Mr. Tom. ‘ All the resident people like 
ourselyes keep open house, don’t you know, and very 
glad to. We never know how many are coming in to 
lunch; but then they put up with anything ; and it’s 
great fun; it’s an occupation for idle people. Then 
when you’ye got a billiard-table, they can turn to that 
on wet days. Or Edith can give them some music; 
they say she’s rather a swell at it. You see, everybody 


is in Brighton in December, with friends or in hotels ; ’ 


and as I say it’s a case of open house and take your 
chance.” 

“We are more formal, and a little duller, in Wilt- 
shire,” said Frank King. “ I wish you’d come to Kings- 
court for a few days. We hayen’t shot the best of the 
covers yet.” 

Those who thought that Tom Beresford was a foolish 
youth knew nothing about him. Without a hum or a 
ha he said, : 

“Yes, Twill. When?” 

“I’m going back for Christmas. 
have to stay here with your sisters. 
as you can manage.” 

“T could come to you on the 27th or 28th.” 

* That's settled, then. I will write and let you know 
about trains and things.” " 

As luck, good or ill, would have it, there was no 
other visitor at lunch; the party consisting of Lady 
Beresford, her two daughters, Mr. Tom, and Captain 
Frank King. But Mr. Tom was in high spirits. over 
this prospective visit to Kingscourt; and was most 
amiable to everybody and everything ; he even said that 
he himself would go through to Lewes and fetch Nan 
home for Christmas. 

Now this was odd; that whenever Nan’s name was 
mentioned Frank King always glanced up with a quick 
look, as if he were surprised. Was he beginning to 
believe, then, as he had tried to make himself belieye, 
that this was the real Nan Beresford now on the other 
side of the table? Was he surprised to be reminded 
- of the other Nan far away—and now no doubt greatly 
altered from her former self? Madge Beresford was 
aware that her neighbour opposite regarded her very 
frequently—and she pretended not to be conscious of 


Of course you'll 
As soon after that 


it; but once or twice, when she looked up and-her eyes. - 


met his, she thought there was an oddly wistful or even 
puzzled expression in those dark blue eyes that Edith 
was always talking about. E 

After luncheon Lady Beresford retired to her room, 
as was her wont; the two young ladies went up stairs 
to the drawing-room; and Captain King accompanied 


them, for Madge had asked him to advise her about the 
rigging of some boats she had been sketching. Mr. Tom 
remained below to practice the spot stroke. 

In the drawing-room Miss Edith hoped that her 
playing a little would not interfere with their artistic 
pursuits; and Madge went and got her sketch-book and 
water-colours and carried them to a small table at one 
of the windows, and sate down. Captain King 
remained standing. : 

The sketches, to tell the truth, were as bad as bad 
could be. They were all experimental things, done out 
of her own head, aiming at a land of the beautiful 
unknown to anybody on earth but the chromo-litho- 
grapher. The actual sea was out there, staring her 
in the face, and there were boats on the beach and 
boats on the water; but instead of trying her hand at 
anything before her, she must needs imagine lovely 
pictures, mostly of blue and .pink, with goats perched 
on brown crags, and an ill-drawn eagle soaring over a 
snow-peak. There were, however, one or two sketches 
of mist or moonlight or thunder-storm that had cer- 
tainly a weird and eerie effect ; but it was not necessary 
to tell the spectator that these had been got in moments 
of impatience when, after laborious trials at brilliant- 
hued scenes, the angry artist had taken up a big brush 
and washed the whole thing into chaos—thereby, to her 
astonishment, reaching something, she did not know 
exactly what, that was at all events mysterious: and 
harmonious in tone. 

But it was the shipping about which she had 
sought his advice. The little white dots on blue lakes 
that were supposed to be feluccas or barchette he 
passed; but when it came to a big sailing-boat lying on 
a beach, and that beach presumably Cornish, from the 
colour of the rocks, he made a civil and even timid 
remonstrance. 

“T don’t think I would have the mast quite in the 
middle of the boat, if I were you,” said he, gently. 

“T thought it always was,” she said—and yet if she 
had gone to the window she might have seen. : 

“Tf it is a lugger, you see,’ he continued, giving 
her all sorts of chances of escape, ‘ the mast would be 
at the bow. And if it is a cutter, you would have to 
put the mast farther forward, and give her a boom 
and a bowsprit. Or if it is a yawl, then you would 
have a little jigger-mast astern—about there a 

“Oh, I can’t be expected to know things like that,” 
she said. ‘ Scientific accuracy isn’t wanted. They ’re 
only sketches.”’ 

“Yes: oh yes,” he said. 

* Won’t that boat do ?’’ she demanded. 

“Oh yes, it will do,” he said, fearful of offending 
her. ‘It isn’t exactly where they put masts, you 
know; but then few people know about boats, or care 
about them.” 

She was not very well pleased; but she continued to 
show him more sketches, until Mr. Tom came up to see 
when they were coming to billiards. 

*T shouldn’t haye shown you these at all,” she said. 
*“T don’t take interest in them myself. I would far 
rather draw and paint flowers; but we never have any 
flowers now except those waxen-looking heaths and that 
flaming pointsettia over there.” 

* What did you call it, Madge?”’ said Mr. Tom. 

“T called it pointsettia,”’ she said, with dignity. 

**Gamekeeper’s Greek, I should say,” he remarked, 
with his hands in his pockets. ‘*A cross between a 
poimter anda setter. You shouldn’t use long words, 
Madge. Come along down.” 

But this mention of flowers put a new idea into the 
head of Captain Frank King. That very morning he 
had passed a window where he had seen all sorts of 
beautiful blossoms, many of them lying in cotton wool— 
pink and white camellias, white hyacinths, scarlet 
geraniums, lilies of the valley, and what not. Now 
might he not be permitted to send Miss Margaret a 
selection of these rare blossoms—not as a formal bouquet 
at all—but merely for the purposes of painting? They 
would simply be materials for an artist ; and they would 
look well in a pretty basket, on a soft cushion of wool. 


CHAPTER XV. 
A MESSAGE. } 
Frank King could never exactly define what peculiarities 
of mind or. person or manner it was that had so sin- 
gularly attracted him in Nan Beresford, though he had 
spent many a meditative hour on board ship in thinking 
about her. In any case, that boyish fancy was one 
that a few years’ absence might very well have been 
expected to cure. But the very opposite had happened. 
Perhaps it was the mere hopelessness of the thing that 


made him brood the more‘ oyer it, until it took pos-: 


session of his life altogether. He kept resolutely abroad, 
so that he had but few chances of falling in love with 
somebody else, which is the usual remedy in such cases. 
When at length he was summoned home, about the 
first news that reached him was of Nan’s contemplated 
marriage. He was not. surprised. And when he con- 
sented to go down to Brighton with her brother, it was 
that he might have just one more glimpse of one whom 
he always had known was lost to him. TWehad nothing 
to reproach her or himself with. It was all a misfortune, 
and nothing more. But his life had been changed for 
him by that mere boyish faney. ~ 

Then came that wonderful new hope. Nan was 
away; Nan was impossible; but here was the v 
counterpart of Nan; and why should he not seanler ah 


that lingering love and admiration from the one sister 
to the other who so closely resembled her? It was the 
prompting of despair as much as anything else. He 
argued with himself. He tried to make himself believe 
that this was really Nan—only grown a year or so older 
than the Nan whom he had last seen at Como. Of 
course there must be differences: people changed with 
the changing years. Sometimes he turned away, so that 
he might me hear her; and her voice was like Nan’s. 

Now, if Frank King was busy persuading himself 
that this transference of affection was not only natural 
and possible, but indeed the easiest and simplest thing 
in the world, it must be admitted that he obtained eyery 
help and encouragement from Madge Beresford herself. 
She was more than kind to him; she was attentive: she 
professed great respect for his opinions ; and she did her 
best to conceal—or rather, let us say, subdue—her bad 
temper. ‘And they were yery much together during 
these two or three days. Frank King, being on such 
intimate terms of friendship with Mr. Tom, had almost 
become an inmate of the house. His being carried off 
to lunch—when they met him in the morning—was a 
matter of course. ‘Then he watched Madge paint ; and 
listened to Edith’s music; or they all went down stairs 
and played billiards; and by that time it was the hour 
for the afternoon promenade. It was no matter to them 
that December afternoons are short, and sometimes 
cold; one’s health must be preserved despite the 
weather ; and then, again, Brighton looked yery pic- 
turesque in the gathering dusk, with the long rows of 
her golden lamps, ‘To observe this properly, however, 
ae ought to go out on the Pier; and although at that 

our at that time of the year there is not a human being 
to be found there, that need not interfere with your 
appreciation of the golden-lit spectacle. 

Moreover, Mr. ‘tom was a tyrant. When he had 
settled that Captain King might as well remain to 
dinner, instead of going away to dine by himself at his 
hotel, it was no use for Captain King to resist. And 
then 'Tom’s invitation, fot mere courtesy sake, had to be 
repeated by Lady Beresford, and prettily seconded by 
the two girls. No such fayours, be it observed, were 
showered on the efHlorescent Roberts or on young 
Thynne : Mr. Tom had taken the sailor suitor under his 
protection ; there was to be a distinction drawn. 

One night, just after-Frank King had left, Tom and 
his sister were by themselyes in the billiard-room. 

“ T want to speak to you, Madge,” said he, in a tene 
that meant something serious. 

“Very well, then.” 

“Now, none of your airs and pretence,” he said. 
“You needn’t try to gammon me.” 

“Tf you would talk English, one might understand 
you,” she said, spitefully. 

** You understand me well enough. When you were 
on the Pier this morning your eyes were just as wide 
open as anybody’s. And again this afternoon, when you 
were up on the Marine Parade.” 

Madge flushed a little, but said nothing. 

“You know’as well as anybody that that fellow 
Hanbury is hanging about,” said Tom, regarding her 
with suspicion. ‘ He is always loitering round, dodging 
after you. And I won't have it. I'll write to the Chief 
Clerk, if he doesn’t mind.” 

“IT don’t suppose the Chief Chief and the Vice- 
Chancellor and the whole lot of them,’ said Madge, 
pretending to be much interested in the tip of her cue, 
‘“‘can expel a person from Brighton who 1s doing no 
harm.” 

* Doing no harm? If you didn’t encourage him, do 
you think he’d hang about like that? —_ If he knew dis- 
tinctly you wanted him to be off, do you think he’d 
spend his time slinking about the streets? I believe he 
has been writing to you again.” 

This was quite a random shot; but it told. 

“He sent me one letter—not in his own hand- 
writing,’ Madge confessed, diffidently. 

“ Show it to me!” 

“Tean’t. Iburned it. I was afraid. 
wouldn’t get the poor fellow into trouble !” 

“T’ve no patience with you!” he said, angrily. 
“ Why can’t you be fair and aboveboard? Why don’t 
you send the fellow about his business at once”’ 

“Well, I have.” 

* Why don’t you settle the thing straight? You 
know Frank King wants to marry you; anybody can 
see that. Why don’t you have him, and be done with 
ah? 

Madge turned away a little, and said, with a very 
pretty smile, 

“And so I would, if he would ask me.” 

Well, Mr. Tom thought he knew something of the 
ways of womankind, from haying been brought up 
among so many; but this fairly took his breath away. 
He stared at her. He laid down his cue. 

“Well, I’m smashed,” he said, at length. And then 
he added, slowly, “I’m glad I’ve got nothing to do 
with you women. I believe you’d roast any fellow 
alive, and then cut him into bits for fourpence-half- 
penny. It isn’t more than three months since you were 
erying your eyes out about that fellow Hanbury ”—— 

“You were as anxious as anyone he should be 
sent away,” retorted Madge. ‘ It appears I can’t please 
everyone. Perhaps on the whole it would be as well to 
continue the game, for I only want three to be out.” 

Tom gave up. He continued the game; and played 
so savagely and so well that poor Madge never 
got her three. And he did not recur to that subject 


Tom, you 
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except to say the last thing at night, as the girls were 


leaving, 

* Look here, Mage, that fellow Hanbury had better 
take care.”’ 

“I suppose he can look after himself,” said Madge. 
“T have nothing to do with him. Only you can’t expect 
me not to be sorry for him. And how am I to send him 
away when I dare not speak tohim? And do you think 
the streets of Brighton belong to me?” 

Tom again gave up, but was more convinced than 
ever that women were strange creatures, who could not 
be straightforward even when they,tried. From that 
and similar generalisations, however, he invariably 
excepted Nan. Nan did not belong to womankind as 
considered as a section of the human race. Nan was 
Nan. 

The next afternoon Captain King called to say good- 
bye. He found the girls very busy over Christmas 
cards. Madge was painting little studies of flowers for 
exceptionally favoured people, and she invited him to 
look over these. 

“They are very pretty,” he said. “I hope the 
people who are fortunate enough to get them will value 
them. I mean they are not like ordinary Christmas 
cards.” ; 

“Oh, if you like them,” said Madge, modestly, “you 
might take one for yourself.” 

“May 1?” he said, regarding her, “and may I 
choose the one?” 

“Oh yes, certainly,’ she answered. 

«“T know the one I should like to take,’’ he said, still 
regarding her. ‘This one.”’ ; 

It was a little bit of forget-me-not, very nicely 
painted—from memory. He showed it to her. 

‘May I take this one with me?” he said. 

“Yes,” she answered, in a very low voice, and with 
her eyes cast down. 

After that there was a brief silence, only broken by 
the sound of Miss Edith’s pen, that young lady being at 
the other side of the table addressing envelopes. 

Captain Frank went back to Wiltshire, greatly 
treasuring that bit of cardboard, and making it the basis 
of many audacious guesses at the future. Nan came 
home from Lewes for Christmas ; and Madge was par- 
ticularly affectionate towards her. 

“What pretty flowers you have!’ Nan said, just 
after she had arrived—the first time, indeed, she went 
into the dining-room. 

“Yes,” Madge answered, “Captain King sent me 
flowers once or twice, and some of them have kept very 
well. But I wish they wouldn’t wire them.” 

Nan turned away quickly towards the window, and 
said nothing. 

Then Tom went down to Wiltshire, and was most 
warmly received at Kingscourt. Also pretty Mary 
Coventry, who was still staying in the house, was kind 
to this handsome, conceited boy ;.and he was rather 
smitten; but he kept a tight hold on himself. ‘* No,” 
he said to himself, ** 1’m not going to marry any woman; 
I know too much about them.” 

He had a royal time of it altogether ; but most of 
all he enjoyed the quieter days, when he and Frank 
King went shooting rabbits on the heath. It was sharp, 
brisk work in the cold weather, better than standing in 
wet ploughed fields outside woods and waiting until both 
toes and fingers got benumbed. There was no formality 
in this business, and no ladies turning up at lunch, and 
no heart-breaking when one missed. Frank King, was 
excessively kind to him, Not caring very much for 
shooting himself, he was content to become Mr. Tom's 
henchman; and they got on very well together. 
Further, in the smoking-room at night these two were 
thrown on each other’s conyersation—for old Mr. King 
did not smoke—and it was remarkable: how interesting 
Captain King found his friend’s talk. It was mostly 
about Madge and her sisters; and Frank King listened 
eagerly, and always would have Mr. Tom have another 
cigarette, while he was busy drawing imaginative pictures; 
and conyineing himself more and more that Madge was 
no other than Nan, and that life had begun again for 
him, with all sorts of beautiful possibilities in it. For 
he could not be blind to the marked favour that the 
young lady had shown him; and he had long ceased to 
have any fear of the shadowy Hanbury who was skulking 
somewhere unregarded in the background. 

At length one night Captain Frank in a burst of 
confidence told Mr. ‘Tom all about it, and asked him to 
say honestly what he thought the chances were. Would 
Lady Beresford have any objection? Would Miss 
Margaret consider he had not known her sufficiently long 
or intimately? What was Mr. Tom’s own opinion ? 

Mr. Tom flushed uneasily. 

 [—well, you see—I keep out of that kind of thing 
as arule. Women have such confounded queer ways. 
You’re sure to put your foot into it if you intermeddle. 
These girls are always worrying people about their 
sweethearts—all but Nan. I wish to goodness they 
were all married; my life is made a burden to, me 
amongst them.”’ 

“But what do you think, Beresford? — Hayen’t you 
any opinion? What would you do ina similar case?” 

“7?” said Mr. Tom, with a laugh, “I suppose I 
should ask the girl; and if she didn’t like to say yes, 
she could do the other thing.” 

“ But—do you think there would be a chance ?” 

“ Write and see,” said Mr. Tom, with another laugh; 
further than that he would not interfere. 

Frank King considered for a time ; and at last boldly 


determined to act on this advice. He sate up late that 
night, concocting a skilful, cautious, appealing letter ; 
and as he re-wrote it carefully, all by himself, in the 
silence, it seemed to him almost as if he were beseeching 
Nan to reconsider the verdict she had given at Bellagio 
more than three years before. Life would begin all over 
again if only she would say yes. Sometimes he found 
himself thinking of that ball in Spring-gardens ; and of 
her startled shyness, and of her winning confidence, and 
anxious wish to please ; until he recollected that it was 
Madge to whom he was writing, and that Madge had 
never been to the ball at all. 

This fateful missive was left to be dispatched the first 
thing in the morning ; and at the very least there must 
needs be two or three days’ interval. But it cannot be said 
that he passed this time in terrible anxiety. He was 
secretly hopeful; so much so that he had begged Mr. 
Tom, who ought to have gone back before this time, to 
wait another day or so. His private reason was that he 
hoped to accompany: Madge’s brother to Brighton. 

All the same, the crisis of a man’s life cannot 
approach without causing some mental disturbance even 
in the most hopeful. Long before the Kingscourt family 
had assembled round the breakfast-table, Frank King had 
ridden oyer, on these two or three cold mornings, to the 
postal town, which was nearly two miles off, so that he 
should not have to wait for the arrival of the bag. And 
at last came a letter with the Brighton post-mark. He 
glanced at the handwriting, and thought it was Madge’s. 
That was enough. He put it in his pocket without 
opening it; went out and got on his horse; and went 
well outside the little town into the quietude of the 
lanes before putting his hand into his pocket again and 
taking the letter out. 

No, he was not very apprehensive about the result, 
or he could not have carried the letter thus far unopened. 
But all the same the contents surprised him. He had 
expected, at the worst, some mild refusal on the ground 
of haste ; and, at the best, an evasive hint that he might 
come to Brighton and talk, to Lady Beresford. But all 
the writing on this sheet of paper consisted of two 
words, “ Krom Madge ;” and what accompanied them 
was a bit of forget-me-not—not painted, this time, but 
a bit of the real flower. It wasa pretty notion. It 
confessed much, without saying much. There was a 
sort of maiden reticence about it; and yet kindness ; 
and hope. What Frank King did not know was this— 
that it was Nan Beresford who had suggested that 
answer to his letter. 

He never knew how he got home that morning. He 
was all in a tempest of eagerness and delight; he 
scarcely lived in to-day—it was next day. It was the 
future that seemed to be around him. He burst into his 
friend’s bed-room before the breakfast-gong had sounded. 

“ Beresford, I’ll go with you whenever you like 
now. Whenever you like. I’m going to Brighton 
with you, I mean.” * 

“Oh, that’s it, is it?” said Mr. Tom, without looking 
up—he was tying his shoes. 

“Tye heard from your sister, you know ” 

“TI thought so. It’s all right, then, is it ?” 

“T hope so. I’m very glad it’s settled. And you 
know I don’t want to turn you out of the house; but 
you ’ve been very kind, waiting a day or two longer ; 
and I should like to get to Brighton at once.” 

“ll start in five minutes if you like,” said Mr. 
Tom, coolly, having finished with his shoes. ‘ And I 
suppose I ought to congratulate you. Well, I do. She’s 
a very good sort of girl. Only”’ 

He hesitated. It was inauspicious. 

“What do you mean ?”’ said Captain Frank. 

“ Well, I’ve seen a good deal about women and their 
goings on, don’t you know,” said Mr. Tom, with a sort 
of shrug. ‘“ They’re always changing and chopping 
and twisting about. The best way is to marry them 
offhand, and take the nonsense out of them.” 

Captain Frank laughed. ‘This was not at all alarming. 
And when it became secr tly known that Captain Frank 
was immediately going to Brighton to secure his pro- 
mised bride, there was a great though discreet rejoicing 
at Kingscourt ; and even pretty Mary Coventry came 
with her demure and laughing congratulations; and 
Mr. Tom was made more of than ever during the few 
hours longer that he remained in the house. Frank 
King had not time to think about Nan now ; it was 
Madge Beresford who had sent him that bit of forget- 
me-not. 


CHAPTER XVI. 
REVERIES. 


No sooner had Nan come back to Brighton again, and 
been installed once more in her former position, than 
the whole house seemed to be pervaded by a quite new 
sense of satisfaction, the cause of which was not even 
guessed at. ‘The wheels of the domestic machinery 


‘worked far more smoothly; even the servants seemed 


to partake of the general brightness and cheerfulness, 
Edith, the stupid sister; put it down to the Christmas- 
time, and congratulated herself on her evergreens on the 
walls. Mr. Tom observed that the house was far better 
managed when Nan was at home: that meant that he 
found his slippers when he wanted them, and that there 
was always a taper on the chimney-piece in the billiard- 
room. Lady Berestord had all her little whims attended 
to; and as for Madge, that young lady was greatly 
delighted to have a safe and sure confidante. For she 
was much exercised at this time both with her fears 
about Mr. Hanbury, who followed her about like a 


ghost, kept silent by the dread of Vice-Chancellors and 
tipstafis, and her yain little hopes about Captain Frank 
King, whose intentions were scarcely a matter of doubt. 
Nan listened in her grave, sweet way that had earned 
for her, from Madge, the name of ** Old Mother Nan;” 
and then would say some nice thing to her sister ; and 
then would carry her away on some charitable enterprise. 

For this was the Christmas time; and what with 
continual choral services, and evergreens, and unearthly 
music in the still, cold nights, there was a sort of 
exaltation in the air; and Nan wished to be practical. 
In consequence, Lady Beresford was gravely oppressed. 

“I do belieye, Nan,” she said, vexedly, one morn- 
ing, as she was writing out a ‘cheque, “I do believe 
your only notion of Christianity is the giving away 
coals.” 4 

“ And a very good notion too,” said Tom, who would 
allow no one to say anything against Nan. 

But then came that fateful letter from Frank King. 
It arrived on a January morning—on a clear and 
brilliant forenoon, just as Nan and her younger sister 
were going out for a walk, tempted by the sunlight and 
the colours of the sea. Madge herself took it from the 
postman at the door; glanced at the address, hastily 
opened the enyelope, and guessed at, rather than read, 
the contents. 

“Oh; Nan,” she said, hurriedly, “ Wait a moment. 
There is something—something I want to speak to you 
about—come into the dining-room—oh, do you know 
what this is, Nan ?—Captain King has written.” 

“Yes, dear,” said Nan, calmly and kindly, as she 
followed her into the empty dining-room. 

“T must not show you the letter, must I?” said the 
younger sister, eagerly, though she was herself still 
reading and re-reading it. ‘ But you know what it is, 
Nan. And I must send an answer—oh, dear, what 
shall I do ?” 

“You ought to know, Madge,” her sister said. “ You 
were not unprepared, surely. I thought you expected 
it. Ithought you would have had your mind made up.” 

*“ But it is so dreadful—so sudden—so terrible ! 
Look at my hands—I am all shaking. Oh, Nan, what 
would you do—what would you do if you were me?” 

Nan seemed to be thinking of something far away ; 
it was after a second that she recalled herself to this 
question, and then she answered with some astonish- 
ment, 

“ Don’t you know your own mind, Madge?” 

“Well, I do in a way,” said the younger sister, 
still staring at the letter. ‘I like him well enough. [ 
think it would do very well: and there would be no 
trouble with any one. I am sorry for that poor fellow 
Hanbury; but what is the use of his hanging about, 
and keeping one nervous? ‘There is no use in it all— 
nothing but bother. And I know Captain King is very 
fond of me, and I think he would be very kind; and 
you know he is not going to sea again. And mamma 
would be pleased. Do you think I should go to her 
now?” 

“ What is the use of going to any one until you 
know what your mind is?” 

If the unhappy Hanbury could only have seen his 
sweetheart at this moment—staring blankly at the open ° 
letter, with a doubt on her face which was most probably 
inspired by some vague and tender recollection of 
himself! What might not have happened if only he 
could haye intervened at this crisis, and appealed to her 
with eyes and spe€ch, and implored her to defy these 
terrible authorities in London? But Madge kept 
looking at the letter; and then she shut it together ; 
and then she said with decision, 

“JT think it’s the best thing I can do. 
minute, Nan; I’ll go and tell mamma.” 

When she came down stairs again she was quite 
radiant and eager in her joy. 

“Oh, I’m so glad it’s all settled and over. I’m so 
glad there ’ll be no more worry and bother. And really 
Captain King is one of the nicest-looking men we 
know—Edith has always said so—and he is so quiet and 
pleasant in his manner—and very amusing too: that is 
because he has no pretence. And grateful for small 
kindnesses ; I suppose being so long at sea, and not 
seeing so many people, he hasn’t got d/asé. Then he 
neyer pretends to be bored—but why are you so solemn, 
Nan; doesn’t it please you?” 

Nan kissed her sister. 

“I hope you will be very happy, dear,” she said, in 
her grave, kind way. 

“ rhen £ suppose I must answer his letter at once,” 
continued Madge, in her excited way. ‘ But how am I 
to do it, Nan? See how my fingers are all shaking; I 
couldn’t write. And it would take me a month to find 
out what to say—and here you are being kept in, when 
you are always wanting to be out in the open air” 

“Oh, don’t mind me, Madge. I will stay in with 
pleasure, if you want me.” 

“ But you shan’t stay in on my account, dear Mother 
Nan—not a bit of it—not for all the men in the world. 
And yet I ought to send him a message. I ought to 
write,”’ 

“I think, Madge,” the elder sister said, slowly, “if 
that is any trouble to you, you might send him a message 
he would understand, without your writing much—a 
flower, perhaps ” 

‘But what sort of flower ?”’ said the younger sister, 
eagerly. 

Nan’s face flushed somewhat; and she seemed 
embarrassed and slew to answer, 


Wait a 
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“ You—you should know yourself,” she said, turning 
her eyes aside. “Any flower, perhaps—a bit of—of 
forget-me-not”’ 

“Of course that would do very well; but where 
could you get forget-me-nots just now?” 

Nan again hesitated; she seemed to be forcing her- 
self to speak. ! 

“There’s a little bit in a button-hole in § win- 
dow.” she said at last, “I saw it there yesterday at 
least.” a 

“Dear Mother Nan,” said Madge, enthusiastically, 
“vou are as clever as twenty Vice-Chancellors! We 


will walk along at once, and see if it is still there. And 
in the meantime I will write a word on a sheet of paper— 
I can manage that anyway—and you might address an 
envelope” 

“Oh,no,I couldn’t do that,” said Nan, inadvertently 
shrinking back. 

“ Very well, I will struggle through it,” said Madge, 
blithely ; and she went and got writing-materials, and 
scrawled the few words necessary. 

They went out into the beautiful clear cold morning ; 
and walked along through the crowd of promenaders 
with their fresh-coloured faces and furs telling of the 
wintry weather. And in due course of time they arrived 
at the florist’s window ; and found the bit of forget-me- 
not still in the little nosegay. Madge made no seeret 
of her intention. She opened up the nosegay on the 
counter of the shop; took out the piece of forget-me- 
not: put it in the folded sheet of paper; and then 
carefully—but with fingers no longer trembling—closed 
the envelope. When they had come out again, and 
gone and posted the letter, they found themselves at a 
standstill. 

“Now I know you would like a longer walk, Nan,” 
said the younger sister, “and I am sure you won't mind 
if I go back at once. I do so want to write a long 
letter to Mary. And I haven't told Edith yet, you 
know.” 

To this also Nan consented ; and so Madge departed. 
Nan, left to herself, looked for a moment or two, some- 
what wistfully, at the far breadths of the shining water; 
and then turned and walked slowly and thoughtfully 
along one of the wider thoroughfares leading up from 
the sea. The world seemed too bright and eager and 
busy out here ; she wished to be alone, and in the dusk; 
and in this thoroughfare there was a church, spacious 

and gloomy, that was kept open all the week round. 
Half unconsciously to herself she walked in that 
direction. So absorbed was she that when she reached 
the entrance, she scarcely perceived that there were 
some persons standing about. From the clear light of 
the sun she passed into a long covered way that was 
almost dark; there was a low sound of music issuing 
from the building; it was a refuge she was seeking ; 
and she vaguely hoped that there would be few people 
within. 


a 


But just as she gained the entrance proper, and was 
about to enter the dark and dusky place before her, 
behold! here was a great smiling throng coming along 
the aisle, headed by a bridegroom and a white-clothed 
bride. The music that was gaily pealing through the 
building was the * Wedding March ” that no familiarity 
robs of its majestic swing and melody. Nan had sud- 
denly a sort of guilty self-consciousness. She felt she had 
no business even to look on at bridal processions. She 
passed in by another door—into that space of dark and 
empty pews; and very soon the bridal people were all 
gone from the place, and apparently no one’ was left 
but the  white- 
surpliced perform- 
ers at the organ in 
the choir. 

That choir was a 
beautiful thing 
away beyond the 
‘dusk. ‘The sunlight 
entering by the 
stained-glass win- 
dows, filled it with 
a softly golden 
glory; so that the 
splendours of the 
altar, and the tall 


hrass candlesticks, 
nnd the — seven 
swinging lamps, and 
the organ itself, 
were all suffused 


with it, and seemed 
to belong to some 


other world far 
away. And then, 
after the ‘* Wed- 


ding March” was 
over, there was a 
pause of — silence; 
and a slight sound 
of feet .in the 
echoing building 
behind; and then 
the music began 
again —- something 
distant, and sad, and 
yearning, like the 
cry of a soul seek- 
ing for light im the 
dark, for comfort in 
despair. Nan, in her 
solitary pew, bowed 
her bead anc co- 
vered her face with 
her hands. This 
music was less pic- 
turesque, perhaps, 
than that she had 
heard in the Ca- 
thedzal at Lucerne ; 
but it had more 
of a human cry 
in it; it was an 
appeal for guidance-—for light—for light in the darkness 
of the world. The tears were running down Nan’s face. 
And then there came into a neighbouring pew a woman 
dressed in a peculiar costume, all in black ; and she, 
too, knelt down, and covered her face with her hands. 
And Nan would fain have gone to her and said, 

“Oh, sister, take me with you and teach me. You 
have chosen your path in the world—the path of 
charity and good-will and peace; let me help you; let 
me give myself to the poor and the sick. ‘There must 
be something somewhere for me to do in the world. 
Take me into your sisterhood: I am not afraid of hard- 
ship: let me be of. some little use to those who are 
wretched and weary in heart.” 

By-and-by that lady in black rose, went into the 
open space fronting the altar, knelt one knee slightly, 
and then left. Presently Nan followed her, her head 
bent down somewhat, and her heart not very light. 

Just as she was leaving the interior of the church, 
some one stepped out of the vestry, followed-her for a 
second, and then addressed her. She turned and recog- 
nised Mr. Jacomb. He had not been officiating ; he 
was in ordinary clerical costume ; and there was some- 
thing in the primness of that costume that suited his 
appearance. For he was a singularly clean-looking 
man; his face smooth shaven; his complexion of the 
fairest white and pink ; his hair yellow almost to white- 
ness ; his eyes grey, clear, and kindly. For the rest, he 
was about six-and-thirty ; of stoutish build; and he 
generally wore a pleasant and complacent smile, as if 
the world had treated him kindly, despite his expe- 
riences in that poor parish in the south-east of London, 
and as if, whatever might happen to him, anxiety was 
not likely to put a premature end to his existence. 

“Dear me,” said he, “ what a coincidence! 
your sister Madge about twenty minutes ago. 
seemed yery happy about something or other.” 

“Mr. Jacomb,” said Nan, “do you know the lady 
who left a minute ago ?” 

“No,” said he, wondering a little at the earnestness— 
or rather the absentness—of her manner. “I only 
caught a glimpse of her. She belongs to one of the 
visiting sisterhoods.” 

Nan was silent for a second or two. 

* You came to the wedding, of course?” continued 
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I saw 
She 


Mr. Jacomb, cheerfully. 


“A capital match, that, for 
young De la Poer. She wili have £18,000 a year when 
her mother dies; and she is pretty, too. She puts a 
little side on, perhaps, when she’s talking to strangers ; 
but that’s nothing. His brother was at Oxford when I 
was there, I remember—an awfully fast fellow ; but 
they say all the sons of clergymen are; the other swing 
of the pendulum, you know. There’s a medium in all 
things ; and if one generation gives itself over too mueh 
to piety, the next goes as far the other way. I suppose 
it’s human nature.” 

This air of agreeable levity—this odour of worldliness 
(which was in great measure assumed)—did not seem 
to accord well with Nan’s present mood. She was dis- 
turbed—uncertain—yearning for something she knew 
not what—and the echoes of that strange cry in the 
music were still in her soul. Mr. Jacomb’s airs of being a 
man of the world—of being a clergyman who scorned 
to attach any esoteric mystery to his cloth, or to expect 
to be treated with a particular reverence—might put 
him on easy terms of friendship with Nan’s sisters; but 
they only made Nan regretful, and sometimes even 
impatient. Did he imagine the assumption of flippancy 
made him appear younger than he really was? In any 
case it was bad policy so far as Nan was concerned. 
Nan was a born worshipper. She was bound to believe 
in something or somebody. And the story she hed 
heard of the Rev. Charles Jacomb’s assiduous, earnest, 
uncomplaining labour in that big parish had at the very 
outset won for him her great regard. He did not 
understand how he was destroying her childlike faith in 
him by his saturnine little jokes. 

“Mr. Jacomb,” said Nan, timidly, “TI should be so 
greatly obliged to you if you could find out something 
more for me about those sisterhoods. They must do a 
great deal of good. And their dress is such a pro- 
tection ; they can go anywhere without fear of rudeness 
or insult. I suppose it is not a difficult thing to get 
admission ’”’—— 

He was staring at her in amazement. 

“ But not for you—not for you!” he cried. “ Why, 
it is preposterous for you to think of such a thing. 
There are plenty who have nothing else in the world to 
look forward to. You have all your life before you yet. 
My dear Miss Anne, you must not indulge in day 
dreams. Look at your sister Madge. Oh, by-the-way, 
she said something about your mamma having sent me 
a note this morning, asking me to dine with you 
on Friday evening; and then remembering, after the 
note was posted, that on that evening you had taken 
a box for the pantomime. Well, [there needs be no 
trouble about that, if I may join your party to go there 
also.” 

Nan said nothing; but perhaps there was the 
slightest trace of surprise, or interrogation, in her look., 
Immediately he said, 

“Oh, I very much approve of pantomimes, from a 
professional point of yiew—I do, really. You see, the 
imagination of most people is very dull—it wants a 
stimulus—and I am perfectly certain, if the truth were 
known, that the great majority of people in this country 
have derived their pictorial notions of heayen from the 
transformation-scenes in pantomimes. I am certain of 
it. John Martin’s pictures—the only other alterna- 
tive—are not striking enough. So, on the whole, I very 
much approve of pantomimes ; and I shall be very glad 
to go with you on Friday, if I may.” 

Nan made some excuse, shook hands with him, and 
went. She walked home huwriedly, she knew not why ; 
it almost seemed as though she wanted to leave some- 
thing well behind her. And she was very kind to her 
sisters for the remainder of that day; but somewhat 
grave. 

Meanwhile, Madge’s letter to her elder sister in 
England had been sent. And the first answer to it was 
contained in a postscript to a letter addressed by Mary 
Beresford to her mother. This was the postscript :— 

“ What is this nonsense Madge writes to me about 
herself and Holford King? Has Captain King got it 
into his head that he would like to marry his deceased 
wife's sister ?” 

Lady Beresford threw the letter aside with a sigh, 
wishing people would not write in conundrums. 


CHAPTER XVII. 
THE ACCEPTED SUITOR, 
“Oh, Nan, here is the cab, What shall I say to him ? 
What am I to say to him?” 

“TI think you ought to know yourself, dear,” said 
Nan, gently, and then she slipped away from the room, 
leaving Madge alone and standing at the window. 

But after all it was not so serious a matter. 
one came into the room, and Madge turned. 

“May I call you Madge?” said he, holding both her 
hands, 

She answered, with her eyes cast down—— 

“I suppose I’must call you Frank.” 

That was all, for at the same moment Mr. Tom was 
heard calling to his mother and sisters that Captain King 
had arrived; and directly after Lady Beresford and 
Edith entered the room, followed by Mr. Tom, who was 
declaring that they must have dinner put forward to 
six o’clock if they were all to go to the pantomime. 

There was a little embarrassment—not much. Frank 
King re looking towards the door. He wondered why 
Nan had not come with the others. He was curious to 
see how much she had changed. Perhaps he should not 
even recognise her? Without scarcely knowing why, 


’ 


Some- 


a 
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he was hoping she might not be quite like the Nan of 
former days. 

Mr. Tom consulted his watch again. 

“Shall I ring and tell them to hurry on dinner, 
mother ?” 

“We cannot alter the dinner-hour now,” Lady 
Beresford said, plaintively. ‘It has already been altered 
once. Both Mr. Roberts and Mr. Jacom promised to 
come at half-past six, so that you might all go to the 
pantomime together in good time.” 

“What?” cried Mr. Tom. “Jacomb ? 
say Jacomb, mother ?”’ 

“T said Mr. Roberts and Mr. Jacomb,”’ said his 
mother. 

* And what the etcetera is he doing in that gallery!” 
exclaimed Mr. ‘Tom. ‘“ Well, I guess we shall have a 
high old time of it at dinner. Soda-water and incense. 
But there’s one thing they always agree about. Get 
them on to port-wine vintages and they run together 
like a brace of greyhounds.” 

Here Captain King begged to be excused, as there 
was but little time for him to go along to his hotel and 
get dressed for this carly dinner. When—being accom- 
panied to the door by Mr. Tom himself—he had left, 
Madge said, 

* How do you like him, mamma? Are you pleased 
with him?” 

“He has not spoken to me yet, you know,” said the 
mother, wearily ; she had had to go through several such 
scenes, and they worried her. 

“© Oh, but it’s all arranged,” Madge said, cheerfully. 
“ He won’t bother you about a solemn interview. It’s 
all arranged. How did you think he looked, Edith? 1 
do hope he won't lose that brown colour by not going 
back to sea; it suits him; I don’t like pastey-faced 
Now, Mr. Jacomb isn’t pastey-faced, although 


Did you 


men. 

he is a clergyman. By-the-way, what has become of 
7 Q%» 

Nan? 


Nan had been quite forgotten. Perhaps she was 
dressing early ; or looking after the dinner-table ; at all 
events, it was time for the other sisters to go and get 
ready also. 

Punctual to the moment, Captain King arrived at 
the door, and entered, and went up stairs. He was not 
a little excited. Now he would see Nan—and not only 
her, but also this clergyman, whom he was also curious 
tosee. At such a moment—arriving as Madge’s accepted 
suitor—it was not Nan that he ought to have been 
thinking about. But it was Nan whom his first quick 
glance round the drawing-room sought out; and instantly 
he knew she was not there. 

Everybody else was, however. Mr. Roberts, with 
his conspicuous red opal and diamonds, was standing on 
the hearth-rug with his back to the fire, talking to 
Lady Beresford, who was cushioned up in an easy-chair. 
Mr. Jacomb was entertaining the two sisters Edith and 
Madge, who were laughing considerably. Mr. Tom was 
walking about with his hands in his pockets, ferocious, 
for dinner was already eighteen seconds late. 

Frank King had not much time to study the looks or 
manners of this clergyman to whom he was briefly intro- 
duced; for already his attention, which was at the 
moment exceedingly acute, was drawn to the opening 
of the door. It was Nan who slipped in, quietly. 
Apparently she had seen the others before; for, when 
she caught sight of him, she at once advanced towards 
him, with a grave, quiet smile on her face, and an out- 
stretched hand. 

“Oh, how do you do, Captain King,” she said, in 
the most friendly way, and without the least trace of 
embarrassment. 

Of course she looked at his eyes as she said so. 
Perhaps she did not notice the strange, startled look 
that had dwelt there for an instant as he regarded her— 
a look as if he had seen someone whom he had not 
expected to see—someone whom he almost feared to see. 
He could not speak, indeed. For the moment he had 
really lost command of himself, and seemed bewildered. 
Then he stammered, 

“How do you do, Miss Anne? Iam glad to see 
you looking so well. You—you have not altered 
much—anything—during these last three or four 
years.” 

“Oh, Nan has altered a great deal, I can tell you,” 
said Mr. Tom: “and for the better. She isn’t half as 
saucy as she used to be.” 

But Nan had turned to her mother, to say privately, 

“They are quite ready,mamma. The shades just 
came in time; and the candles are all lit now.” 

Then she turned to Captain King again. If she was 
acting non-embarrassment, she was acting very well. 
The clear, friendly, grey-blue eyes regarded him with 
frankness ; there was no touch of tell-tale colour in the 
fair, piquant, freckled face: she smiled, as if to one in 
whom she had perfect confidence. 


“Tt is so kind of you,” she said, “ to have let my . 


brother pay you a visit to Kingscourt ; I am afraid he 
must be dull here sometimes. And he says he enjoyed 
it immensely, and that everyone was so kind to him. I 
hope he didn’t disgrace himself—I mean in the shoot- 
ing; you see, he has not had a great deal of practice.” 

*“Oh, he shot very well,” said Captain Frank King, 
somewhat hurriedly. ‘ Oh, yes, very well. I should 
call him a yery good shot. I am glad he liked his 
visit.” But Frank King was not looking into Nan’s 
eyes as he spoke. 

Then someone at the door said, “ Dinner is served, 
your Ladyship ;” andthe company arranged themselves 


according to order, and went down stairs. It iell to 
Captain King’s lot to go down last, with Lady Beresford ; 
but when they reached the dining-table, he found that 
his neighbour was to be Madge, and he was glad of 
that. 

Nan was opposite to him ; he had discovered that at 
the first glance, and thereafter he rather ayoided look- 
ing that way. He endeavoured to entertain Lady 
Beresford, and occasionally spoke a little to Madge ; but 
he was somewhat preoccupied on the whole; and very 
frequently he might have been caught regarding the 
clergyman-guest with an earnest scrutiny. Mr. Jacomb, 
to do him justice, was making himself the friend of 
everybody. He could talk well and pleasantly ; he had 
a number of little jokes and stories ; and he was making 
himself generally agreeable. The efflorescent Roberts was 
anxious to know—as anxious, that is, as a very devoted 
regard for his menu would permit—the precise position held 
by a certain High Churchman who was being harried and 
worried by the law courts at this time; but Mr. Jacomb, 
with great prudence, would have nothing to say on such 
subjects. He laughed the whole matter off. He pre- 
ferred to tell anecdotes about his Oxford days; and 
gave you to understand that these were not far removed 
from the present time. You might have guessed that 
he and his companions were the least little bit wild. 
The names of highly respectable dignitaries in the 
Church were associated with stories of scrapes that 
were quite alarming, and with sayings that just bordered 
here and there on the irreverent. But then, to a clergy- 
man much is permitted: for it is his business to know 
where the line should be drawn: other people might not 
feel quite so safe. 

All this time Contain Frank King was intently 
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regarding Mr. Jacomb; and Nan saw it. The smile 
died away from her face. She grew self-absorbed; she 
scarcely lifted her eyes. 

“Nan, what’s the matter with you?” said her 
brother Tom to her, privately. ‘“ You’re not going to 
cry, are you?” 

She looked up, with her frank, clear eyes, and 
said— 

*T was trying to remember some lines near the 
beginning of ‘ Faust.’ They ave about a clergyman and 
a comedian.” : 

This was beyond Mr. Tom; and so he said nothing. 
But what Nan had meant had been uttered in a moment 
of bitterness, and was entirely unjust. Mr. Jacomb was 
not failing in any proper respect for his sacred calling. 
But he was among some young people; he hoped they 
would not think his costume coercive ; he wished to let 
them know that his youth also had only been the other 
day, as it were, and that he appreciated a joke as well 
as any one. If his speech at the moment was frivolous— 
and, indeed, intentionally friyolous—his life had not 
been frivolous. He had neyer intrigued or eajoled for 
preferment ; but had done the work that lay nearest 
him. At Oxford, he had toadied no one. And _ his 
“record,” as the Americans say, in that parish in the 
south-east of London, was unblemished and even noble. 

But he made a hash of it that evening, somehow. 
Nan Beresford grew more and more depressed and 
disheartened—almost ashamed. If Frank King had not 
been there, perhaps she would have cared less; but she 
knew—without daring to look—that Frank King was 
regarding and listening with an earnest and eruel scrutiny, 

When the time came for their starting for the 
theatre, Nan disappeared. ‘Tom began to make a noise, 
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and then the message came that, please Sir, Miss Anne 
had a headache, and might she be excused ? Tom made 
a further noise; and declared that the whole thing 
must be put off. Go to see a pantomime without. Nan 
he would not. Then a further message came from 
Miss Anne, saying that she would be greatly distressed 
if they did not go; and so, after no end of growling 
and grumbling, Mr. Tom put his party into two, cabs 
and took them off. Nan heard the roll of the wheels 
lessen and cease. 

It was about half-past eleven that night that some- 
one noisily entered Nan’s room, and lit the gas. 
opening her eyes—for she was in bed and asleep— 
beheld a figure there, all white with snow. 

** Oh, Nan,”’ said this newcomer, in great excitement, 
“T must tell you all about it. There has been such 
fun. Never such a gale known on the south coast” 

“Child!” said the now thoroughly awakened 
sister, ‘* go at once and take off your things. You will 
be wet through !” 

“Oh, this is nothing!” said Madge, whose pink 
cheeks showed what she had faced. “TI left a whole 
avalanche in the hall. The streets are a foot deep 
already. Notacab to be got. We had to fight our 
way from the theatre arm in arm; the wind and snow 
were like to lift us off our feet altogether. Frank said 
it reminded him of Canada. All the gentlemen are 
below; Tom would have them come in to get them 
some mulled claret.’ ; 

Madge’s ejaculatory sentences came to an end 
simply for want of breath. She was all panting. 

* Such a laughing there was! Frank and I ran full 
tilt against a gentleman who was coming full sail before 
the wind. ‘ Hard-a-port!’ Frank cried. There was an 
awful smash. My hat blew off; and we hid in a door- 
way till Frank got it back again.” 

At Nan’s earnest entreaties, her younger sister at 
last consented to take off her outer garments and robe 
herself in some of Nan’s—meantime shaking a good 
deal of snow on to the carpet. Then she came and sate 
down. 

“JT must tell you all about it, dear Nan,” she said, 
“for Iam so happy; and it has been such a delightful 
evening. You can’t imagine what a splendid com- 
panion Frank is—taking everything free and easy, and. 
always in such a good humour. Well, we went to the 
theatre; and of course Edith wanted to show herself 
off, so I had the corner of the box, with the curtains; 
and Frank sate next me, of course—it was 
“ Cinderella ’’—beautiful !—I never saw such brilliant 
costumes ; and even Edith was delighted with the way 
they sang the music. Mind, we didn’t know that by this 
time the storm had begun. It was all like fairyland. 
But am I tiring you, Nan?” said Madge, with a 
sudden compunction. ‘ Would you rather go to sleep 
again ?”” 

“Oh, no, dear.” 

“Ts your headache any better ?” 

“ A great deal.” 

“ Shall I get you some eau-de-cologne ?” 

* Oh, no.” 

“Does it sound strange to you that I should call 
him Frank? It did to me at first. But of course it 
had to be done: so I had to get oyer it.” 

“ You don’t seem to have had much difficulty,’ 
Nan, with an odd kind of smile. 

“ Well,’ Madge confessed, “he isn’t like other 
men. ‘There’s no pretence about him, He makes 
friends with you at once. And you can’t be very 
formal with any one who is lugging you through the 
snow.” 

“No; of course not,’ said Nan, gravely. “I was 
not saying there could be anything wrong in calling him 
Frank.” 

“Well, the pantomime: did I tell you how good it 
was? Mr. Roberts says he never saw such beautifully- 
designed dresses in London; and the music was 
loyely—oh ! if you had heard Cinderella, how she sang, 
you would have fallen in loye with her, Nan. We all 
did. Then we had ices. ‘There’s a song which 
Cinderella sings Frank promised to get for me; but I 
can’t sing. All I’m good for is to show off Edith.” 

* You ought to practise more, dear.” 

“But it’s no good once you are married. You 
always drop it. If I have any time I'll take to 
painting. You see, you have no idea, in a house like 
this, the amount of trouble there is in keeping up a place 
like Kingscourt.”’ 

* But, you know, Madge, Mrs. Holford Kings there” 

“She can’t be there always; she’s very well up in 
years,’ said the practical Madge. ‘ And you know the 
whole estate is now definitely settled on Frank—though 
there are some heavy mortgages. We shan’t be able to 
entertain much for the first few years, I dare say—but we 
shall always be glad to have you, Nan.” 

Nan did not say anything ; she turned her face away 
a little bit. 

“Nan,” said her sister, presently, “ didn’t Mary and 
Edith have a notion that Captain King was at one time 
rather fond of you?” 

Nan’s face flushed hastily. 

‘“* They—they—imagined something of that kind, I 
believe.” 

“ But was it true?” : 

Nan raised herself up ; and took her sister’s hand in 
her two hands. 

“You see, dear,” she said, gently, and with her eyes 
cast down, ‘“ young men—I mean, yery young men— 


” said 


Nan, 


have often passing fancies that don’t mean very much. 
Later on they make their serious choice.” 

“ But,” said Madge, persistently, “‘ but I suppose he 
never really asked you to be his wife ?” 

“ His wife !” said Nan, with well-simulated surprise. 
“ Recollect, Madge, I was just over seyenteen. You 
don’t promise to be anybody’s wife at an age like that ; 
you are only a child then.” 2% 

*T am only eighteen,” said Madge. 

“But there is a great difference. And recollect that 
Captain King is now older; and knows better what his 
wishes are; and what way his happiness lies. You 
ought to be very proud, Madge; and you should try to 
make him proud of you also.” 

* Oh, I will, Nan; I will, really. 
teach me a lot of things.” 

“ What things ?” 

“Oh, you know. All the sort of stuff that you 
know. ‘Tidal waves and things.” 

“But Captain King won't have anything more to do 
with tidal waves.” 

“Then we'll go round the shops to-morrow, Nan ; 
and you’ll tell me about Chippendale furniture and 
blue china.”’ 

* Don’t you think there will be enough of that at 
Kingscourt; and just such things as you couldn’t get to 
buy in any shops?” 

“Then, what am I to do, Nan?” 

“You can try to be a good wife, dear; and that’s 
better than anything.” 

Madge rose. 

“ T°ll let you off, Nan. But I do feel terribly selfish. 
{ hayen’t said a single word about you” 

* Oh, but I don’t want anything said about me,” said 
Nan, almost in alarm. 

“Well, you know, Nan, everybody says this: that 
a clergyman’s wife has more opportunities of doing 
good than any other women; for, you see, they 
are in the middle of it all; and they can interfere 
as no one else can; and it is expected of them ; 
and the poor people don’t object to them as they might 
to others.” 

“‘ Oh, I think that is quite true,” said Nan, thought- 
fully—perhaps with «slight sigh. ‘“ Yes, I have often 
thought of that.” ' 

* And you know, dear, that was what Providence 
meant you to be,” said Madge, with a friendly smile. 
“That is just what you were made for—to be kind to 
other people. Good-night, old Mother Nan see 

* Good-night, dear.” 

They kissed each other ; and Madge turned off the 
gas and left. Presently. however, Madge returned, 
opened the door, and came in on tiptoe. 

* Nan, you are not asleep yet ?” 

“ Of course not.” 

“T wanted to ask you, Nan: do you think he would 
like me to work a pair of slippers for him?” 

* No doubt he would,” was the quiet answer. 

“For I was thinking it would be so nice if you 
would come with me to-morrow and help me to choose 
the materials ; and then, you see, Nan, you might sketch 
me some design, out of your own head, for you are so 
clever at those things, and that would be better than a 
shop pattern. And then,’ added Madge, “I should tell 
him it was your design.” 

Nan paused for a second. 

“T will do whatever you want, Madge—but you 
must not say that I made the design for you. It won't 
be worth much, at the best. I would rather have 
nothing said about it, dear.” 

“Very well, Nan; that’s just like you.” 


I wish you would 


CHAPTER XVII. 
A WHITE WORLD. 


Next morning it still snowed and blew hard; no one 
could go out; it was clearly a day to be devoted to 
indoor amusements. And then Frank King, despite the 
state of the streets and the absence of cabs, made his 
way along, and was eagerly welcomed. As Mr. ‘Tom’s 
companion he was to spend the whole day there. 
Billiards, music, lunch, painting—they would pass the 
time somehow. And meanwhile the gusts of wind 
rattled the windows ; and the whirling snow blurred out 
the sea; and Mr. Tom kept on big fires. 

Nan remained in her own room. When Madge went 
up to bring her down, she found her reading Thomas a 
Kempis. 

“Frank has asked twice where you were,’ Madge 
remonstrated. 

“But that is not a command,” said Nan, with a 
smile. “I should have thought, judging by the sound, 
that you were being very well amused below.” 

Madge went away ; and in about an hour after came 
back. She found that her sister had put away “ De 
Initatione Christi,” and was at her desk. 

“ Writing! To whom?” 

“To the Editor of the Times,” said Nan, laughing at 
her sister’s instantaneous dismay. 

* dhe Times ? Ave you going to turn a blue-stocking, 
Nan ? ” 

“Oh, no; it’s only about blankets. You can read 
the letter: do you think he will print it?” 

This was the letter which Madge read, and which 
was written in a sort of handwriting that some editors 
would be glad to see oftener:— - 

“ Dear Sir, 
“The Government interfere to punish a milkman 


who adulterates milk with water; and I wish to put the 
question in your columns why they should not also 
punish the manufacturers who dress blankets with 
arsenic ? Surely it is a matter of equal importance. 
Poor people can get along without milk, unless there 
are very stnall children in the house; but when they 
have insufficient food, and insufficient fire, and scant 
clothes, and perhaps also a leaky roof, a good warm pair 
of blankets is almost a necessity. You cannot imagine 
what a compensation it is, especially in weather like the 
resent; but how are the charitably disposed to take 
such a gift to a poor household when it may become the 
instrument of death or serious illness? Dear Sir, I 
hope you will call upon the Government to put down 
this wicked practice ; and I am, yours respectfully, 
“An Enenisu Grr.” 

“ Oh, that’s all right,” said Madge, who had feared 
that her sister had taken to literature, ‘‘ that’s quite the . 
right thing for you. Of course, a clergyman’s wife must 
know all about blankets, and soup-kitchens, and things.” 

Nan flushed a little, and said quickly, and with an 
embarrassed smile, 

“TI thought of putting in something about his 
‘ eloquent pen’ or his ‘ generous advocacy ;’ but I sup- 
pose he gets a great deal of that kind of flattery ; and 
isn’t to be taken in. I think I will leave it as it is. It 
is really most shameful that such things should be 
allowed.” 

** When are you coming down to see Frank ?” 

“ By-and-by, dear. Iam going now to get mamma 
her egg and port wine.” 

“IT know Frank wants to see you.” 

* Oh, indeed,” she said, quietly, as she folded up the 
letter. 

That memorable snowstorm raged all day ; the shops 
fronting the sea were shut ; the whole place looked like 
some vast, deserted, white City of the Dead. But 
towards evening the squalls moderated; that fine, pene- 
trating, crystalline snow ceased to come in whirls and 
gusts ; and people began to get about, the black figures 
making their way over or through the heavy drifts, or 
striking for such places as the force of the wind had 
driven bare. Here and there shovels were in requisition 
to cléar a pathway; it was clearly thought that the gale 
was over; the Beresfords and their guest began to speak 
of an excursion next day to Stanmer Park, lest perad- 
venture it might be possible to havea lane or two swept 
on the ice for a little skating. 

The next morning proved to be brilliantly beautiful; 
and they were all up and away betimes on their some- 
what hopeless quest. All, that is to say, except Nan ; 
for she had sundry pensioners to look after, who were 
likely to have fared ill during the inclement weather. 
Nan put on her thickest boots and her ulster, and went 
out into the world of snow. ‘The skies were blue and 
clear; the air was fresh and keen; it was a relief to 
be out after that monotonous confinement in the house. 

Nan went her rounds, and wished she was a millionaire, 
for the fine snow had penetrated everywhere, and there 
was great distress. Perhaps she was really trying to 
imagine herself a clergyman’s wife; at all events, when 
she had grown tired, and perhaps a little heart-sick, 
it was no wonder that she should think of going into 
that church, which was always open, for a little rest, 
and solace, and soothing quiet. 

This was what she honestly meant to do—and, more- 


oyer, it was with no expectation of meeting Mr. Jacomb 


there, for it was almost certain that he also would be 
off on a round of visitations. She had a craving for 
quiet ; perhaps some slow, grateful music would be 
filling the air; there would be silence in the vast, 
hushed place. 

Well, it was by the merest accident that her eyes ° 
happened to light on a vessel that was scudding up 
channel under double-reefed topsails ; and she stood for 
a minute to watch it. Then she, also inadvertently, 
perceived that the coastguardsman oyer the way had 
come out of his little box, and was similarly watching 
the vessel—through his telescope. Nan hesitated for a 
second. The snow was deep; though a kind of path 
had been trodden a few yards further along. Then she 
walked quickly on till she came to that path ; crossed ; 
went back to the coastguardsman, and addressed him, 
with a roseate glow on her cheek. 

“Oh, I beg your pardon—but—but—I suppose you 
know Singing Sal?” 

“ Yes, Miss,”’ said the little Celtic-looking man with 
the brown beard. He was evidently surprised. 

“Do you know where she is? I hope she wasn’t in 
the storm yesterday? She hasn’t been along this way 
lately?” 

* No, Miss ; not that. I knows of.” 

“Thank you, I am very much obliged.” 

“ Wait a minute, Miss—Wednesday—yes, it was last 
night I believe as Sal was to sing at a concert at 
Updene. Yes, it was. Some o’ my mates at Cuckmere 
got leave to go.” 

“ Updene farm?” 

* Yes, Miss,” said the wiry little sailor, with a grin. 
“ That’s pyomotion for Sal—to sing at a concert.” 

*T don’t see why she should not sing at a concert,” 
said Nan, regarding him with her clear grey eyes, so 
that the grin instantly vanished from his face, ‘I’ve 
heard much worse singing at many a concert. Then, 
if she was at Updene last night, she would most likely 
come along here to-day.” : 

“T don’t know, Miss,” said the man, who knew 
much less about Singing Sal’s ways than did Miss Anne 


AN ALARMING DISEASE AFFLICTIN 
A NUMEROUS CLASS: 


HE disease commences with a slight 
derangement of the stomach ; but, if neglected, it in time 
involves the whole frame, embracing the kidneys, liver, pan- 
crea, and, in fact, the entire glandular system, and the afflicted 
one drags out a miserable existence until death gives relicf 
from suffering. The disease is often mistaken for other com- 
plaints; but, if the reader will ask himself the following ques- 
tions, he will be able to determine whether he himself is one of 
the afflicted :—Have I distress, pain, or difficulty in breathing 
after eating? Is there adull, heavy feeling, attended by drowsi- 
ness? Have the eyes ayellow tinge? Does a thick, sticky mucous 
gather about the gums and teeth in the mornings, accompanied 
by a disagreeable taste? Is the tongue coated? Js there pain in 
the sidesand back? Is there a fulness about the right side as it 
the liver were enlarging? Is there costiveness? Is there vertigo 
or dizziness when rising suddenly from an horizontal position ? 
Are the secretions from the kidneys scanty and highly coloured, 
with a deposit after standing ? Does food ferment soon after 
eating, accompanied by flatulence, or a belching of gas from 
the stomach? Is there frequent palpitation of the heart? These 
varions symptoms may not be present at one time, but they tor- 
ment the sufferer in turn as the dreadful disease progresses. If the 
case be one of long standing, there will be a dry, hacking cough, 
attended after a time by expectoration. In very advanced stages 
the skin assumes a dirty brownish appearance, and the hands 
and feet are covered by a coid, sticky perspiration, As the liver 
and kidneys become more and more diseased, rheumatic pains 
appear, and the usual treatment proves entirely unavailing 
against this latter agonising disorder. The origin of thismalady 
is indigestion or dyspepsin, and a small quantity of the proper 
medicine will remove the disease if taken in its incipiency. It 
is most important that the disease should be promptly and pro- 
pery treated in its first stages, when a little medicine will effect 
a cure, and even when it has obtained a strong hold the correct 
remedy shonid be persevered in until every vestige of the disease 
is eradicated. until the appetite has returned and the digestive 
organs restored to a healthy condition. The surest and most 
effectual remedy for this distressing complaint is ‘ Seigel's 
Curative Syrup,” a vegetable preparation sold by all chemists 
and medicine vendors throughout the world, and by the pro- 
prietors, A. J. White, Limited, 21, Parringdon-road, London, 
B.C. This Syrup strikes at the very foundation of the disease 
and drives it, root and branch, out ot the system. Ask your 
chemist for Scigel’s Curative Syrup. 


READ WHAT THE PUBLIC SAY. 


Mr. Albert Archer, Chemist, Woodhouse, near Sheffield, writes, 
under date Dec. 30, 1880:—" I need scarcely say that the sales 
have been very good, The medicine has given general satis- 
taction in every instance, particularly so in dyspepsia and 
stomach complaints.’” 


“41, Warwick-street, Woolwich, Kent, 
“ April 9, 1880. 

“To A. J. White, Esq.—Sir,—I beg to inform you that T have 
been suffering for some time from general inward weakness and 
an all-gone, sinking feeling of the chest and stomach, with a 
reat deal of pain after eating. Thad consulted doctors, and had 
tuken several bottles of their medicine, both in Ireland and 
England. but without any good result; if seems to me that all 
they tried to do was to get my money. A friend of mine advised 
me to try a bottle of your truly valuable Curative Syrup, which, 
lam happy to say, 1 did, and after the first two or three doses 1 
feltgreat relief, and by the time I had finished the second bottle, 


T had quite lost all symptoms of my old ailment; and from the | 9 to 50 guineas, 


very great good I have derived from it I have recommended it to 
muny of my friends with all confidence, who have tried it with 


very satis sctory results—one in particular, who is suffering | 


from avery bad leg; and he wishes me to ask you if you have any 
vegetuble ointment for old sores that he could use while taking 
your medicine.—I am, Sir, yours ever gratefully, 

“ ANNIE McComnr.” 


Mr, Thomas D. Sneath, Chemist, 26, Stodman-street, Newark, 
Notts, writes. Dec. 8, 1880 :—** I have sold more of Mother Seigel's 
Syrup than any patent medicine during the last two years; one 
lady who obtains it regularly of me has been a great sufferer, 
but is now able to attend to her business, and when she feels an 
attack,coming on she takes a dose of the Syrup. I mention this 
that, should you think well to publish it, others might be relieved 
by giving ita trial.” 


Mr. H, W. Blackadar, Chemist, of 53. Church-street, Landport, 
Portsmouth, writes, Nov. 5, 1880;—‘* I have lately come across 


some remarkably successful cases treated by your valuable | 


medicine.”” 


FEVER AND AGUE, 


“*36, Pittield-street, Hoxton, London, N. 
“ March 24, 1880, 

“ My dear Sir,—I think if the following case was published in 
your next issue it might prove of advantage to the public 
generally. Ihave sold some hundred bottles of Mother Seigel’s 
most excellent Syrup, but, though well acquainted with its 
wonderful efficacy in stomach and liver complaints, did not 
know until a day or two back that in South America it is largely 
taken for ague. My informant was Mr. Morris, of 42, Haber- 
dasher-street, Hoxton, N., who came for a bottle, and stated 
that he and his wife and friends always took Mother Seigel's 
Syrup when in America for what they call there chills and fever, 
but what we term ague. He was very glad to tind that I sold it, 
and subsequently returned in the course of the day, and said 
that it had the usuul effect, and that his wife was already much 
better. He has been a traveller, and never knew ot so speedy 
and successful a remedy.—I remain, my dear Sir, yours truly, 

“H.W. Horron, Chemist.” 


Mr. George Drury, Chemist, Market-place, Southwell, Notts., 
writes under date Dec. 8, 1880:—* It is really wonderful what a 
sale I have had for Seigel’s Syrup, and the good it has done in 
this neighbourhood.’ 


Mr. Wilson M. Whitford, 1, Bridge-street, Evesham, writes :— 
“ Nov, 17, 1880:—Motlier Seigel's Syrup has acted like magic on 
many of my customers that have tried it for indigestion and liver 
complaints. I have sold more of the Syrup the last two years 
than any other patent medicine, and have heard more gratifying 
results, having been told by many of my customers that they 
could not live without it, L really cannot help writing to inform 
you of the many cures effected by its use.” 


SEVERE CASE OF RHEUMATISM, 
“ Cowper-street, California, Ipswich, July 27, 1878. 

* Dear Sir,—I have much pleasure in informing you that after 
taking Mother Seigel's Curative Syrup I am quite restored to 
health, after suffering for four years from the most excruciating 
pains, At times I conld not move in my bed from rheumatism 
and dropsy ; but now, although T am sixty-three years of age, 
1am able to work and walk free from pain, I send you this that 
you may let any of my fellow-sufferers know the great benetit I 
have received after taking your valuable medicine. I found 
great relief after taking it for two days; and I am sure no one 
could have been a greater sufferer than myself.— Yours truly, 

“Mr. A. J. White. CuanLes Stare." 


DISORDERED LIVER. 
“ Prospect House, Bridport, Dorset, Dec. 22, 1879. 

** My dear Sir,—I have for years suffered more or less from, to 
me, an unknown cause, but which from diagnosis L imagined to 
arise from a disordered liver. Digestion was often extremely 
difficult, and consequently my appetite was much affected, 
Various medicines (so called) I have repeatedly tried, but failed 
to derive anything beyond a temporary benefit. I was induced 
by your agent to give the “ Curative Syrup" a trial, and, after 
tuking the contents of one bottle, [invested in another, which 
is yet scarcely finished. 

“Tam more than happy to be able to testify to the cnrative 
properties of the compound. That languid feeling, which for- 
morly untitted me for business, I have not since experienced, 
and, indeed, feel alcogether a different being.—I am, Sir, yours 
vory faithfully, Ricuarp Exspon, Journalist.’ 

“A.J. White, Esq.” 


“ Seigel’s Syrup ’’ can be obtained from any Chemist or Medi- 
tine Dealer, Price 2s, 6d, and 48. 6d, per Bottle, 
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OHN BENNETT, WATCH and CLOCK 
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was AWARDED to Sir JOHN BENNETT for the ,excel- 
lence of his Watches, Chronometers, and Clocks, 
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John Bennett. 
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Ditto for Ladies, with Richly-En- 
graved Gold Cases and Dials, from 20 to 30 guineas. 


ENNETT’S 18-CARAT HALL-MARKED 
CHAINS and choice JEWELLERY. Free and sate for 
Post-Office order. 


VERY WATCH in the LATEST STYLE 
-4 and MOST CAREBULLY FINISHED. 


Superior London-Made Lever Watches, Jewelled in 4, 6, 8, and 


10 holes. 
Horizontal Escapement, Jewelled in 4, 6, or * holes, 


GENTLEMEN'S, 

GOLD. SILVER. 
12 to 20 gs, Sto Wes, 

7 to 12 gs. Bto gs. 

LADIES’. 

SILVER. | GOLD. 

5 to 10 gs. 10 to 2 gs. 

2to Sgs. 1 5 to 15 gs. 

KEYLESS WATCHES. 


BENNETrs 
NO KEY REQUIRED. 
AIR-TIGHT, DAMP-TIGHT, DUST TIGHT, 

S guineas ........ 8 guineas ,,...... 10 guineas. 
Golde sik wre 10 guineas ..... .. 12 guineas - +. 14 guineas. 
Every Watch skilfully Examined. Timed, and its 
Performance Guaranteed. 

SAFE AND FREER BY POST. 


N cal BENNETT'S WATCHES. 


65, Cheapside, 

PRESENTATION GOLD WATCHES, 20 to 40 
guineas. 

LADIES’ GOLD KEYLESS ACTION WATCHES, 
from 1 guineas. 

SILVER WATCHES, with Keyless Action, from 
5 guineas. 

GOLD KEYLESS HALF-CHRONOMETERS, from 
30 to 40 guineas. 

SILVER HALF-CHRONOMETERS. from 15 to 25 
guineas. 

HALF-CHRONOMETERS are compensated for 
variations of temperature. adjusted in positions, 
and Wind and set Hands without Keys. 

ENGLISH HALL CLOCKS, chiming the quarters, 
from 30 guineas. 

RICHLY+GILT DRAWING- ROOM CLOOKS, 
with classic designs. 

aay DINING-ROOM CLOCKS, with Antique 

ronzes. 

18- CARAT HALL- MARKED CHAINS and 
CHOICE JEWELLERY. 


OUNTRY ORDERS attended to with the 


utmost care. Vost-Office Orders, or Cheques, crossed 
London and Westminster Bank, to JOHN BENNETT, 65, 
Cheapside. 


FOREIGN ORDERS should be accompanied 


by remittances or London references. 


BENNETTS HOUSE, OFFICE, and 
SHOP DIALS, EIGHT-BDAY PIECES, 
in Mahogany, Oak, or Rosewood Cases, warranted for perfect 


time. 
CASH PRICES. 
Wines. we - £8 16-in, .. *s + £710 
bc See “. ow ££ Paar oe .. 1010 
Wi: Bea Se OPO Ph ME ir sat ey aayy wed 


TSEUstRATED CATALOGUES post-free 


on application. 


Jj CBN BENNETT’S WATCH and CLOCK 
MANUFACTORY, 
64 and 65, CHEAPSIDE, LONDON, 
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| tal and pleasing perfume without being trop piquy 
| Lubin also have, on demand, Dried Odorous Flov 
| Odoriferons Gums. 


) and in all cases liable to become rancid. 


PETER FRROBINSON'S 


COURT and GENERAL MOURNING 


WAREHOUSE, 
REGENT-STREET. 
Asay BEREAVEMENTS. 
Upon Receipt of Letter or Telegram 


PETER ROBINSON'S EXPERIENCED DRESSMAKERS and 
MILLINERS TRAVEL to ALL PARTS of the COUNTRY (no 
matter the distance) FREE OF EXPENSE TO PURCHASERS, 
with Dresses, Mantles, Millinery, and a full assortment of 
MADE-UP ARTICLES of the best and most suitable deserip- 
tion. Als) Materials by the Yard, and supplied at the same 
VERY REASONABLE PRICES as if Purchased at the Ware- 
house in “ REGENT-STREET:" 


Mourning for Servants at unexceptionally low rates, 
at a great saving to large or small families, 


Funerals Conducted in Town or Country at Stated Charges. 
Address 256 to 262, Regent-street, London. 
PETER ROBINSON'S. 


Te BEST CRAPES, 


THAT WILL NOT SPOT WITH RAIN. 


Special qualities finished by the manufacturer in this desirable 
manner solely to the order of PETER ROBINSON. 


Good qualities from 5s, 6d. to 128. 9d, per yard. Others, not | 


finished by this process, from Is. Ud. to 4s, 6d. 


EVER SWEET, 
RARE and PRECIOUS PERFUMES. 
PIESSE and LUBIN. 


3000 varieties of Scents, refined Soaps, Sachets, Odorous Waters. 
Ladies’ Toilet Requisites, Pomades, Oils, Hair Washes, Denti- 
frices, Cologne, Complimentary and Wedding Presents, 
Wountains, &c. 
ROYAL LABORATORY OF FLOWERS. 2, NEW BOND-ST, 

PIESSE AND LUBIN. 
PESTACHIO NUT 
SKIN AND 


COMPLEXION POWDER 


imparts a natural whiteness and youthful delicacy to the skin, 
attainable by no other means; also represses the 
unpleasantness of too copious perspiration. 


2, NEW BOND-STREET, LONDON, 


MAY BE HAD OF 
all fashionable Perfumers and Druggists throughout the Earth, 
with the same facility as a Book. 
In Boxes, 28. 6d., 48. Gd. 


COLD CREAM OF ROSES. 
PIESSE AND LUBIN 


Lie ean this exquisite cosmetic with the greatest care. Fresh 
daily, in jars, 1s. Cold Cream Soap, tree from alkali, 2s. per Ib. 


y 
Sold by all fashionable Druggists and Perfumers. Be sure to 


ask for Piesse and Lubin’s manufactures, to prevent disappoint- | 


ment, 
Laboratory of Flowers, 2, New Bond-strect. 


SWEET SACHETS. 


PIESSE and LUBLIN compose every variety of Sachet Powder 
the same odours as their many perfiimes for the handkerchiet. 
Placed in a drawer, etui. or travelling-bag, they impart a grate- 

Piesseand 
Ss, and 


pi 


Per ounce, Is. Gd. 5 per lb... 2! 
DESCRIPTIVE ILLUSTRATED CATALOGL 
TO ALL APPLICANTS. 


FREE 


SIX PRIZE MEDALS. 


\VASELINE 
SIXPENNY AND SHILLING TARLETS, 

All soaps made, except the above, are derived 
from,coarse animal fats, in many cases rancid, 
There 
can be nothing healing or soothing to the skin in soaps so mannu- 
factured, however pleusantly perfumed they may be. So-called 
detergent soaps are made in this manner, and flavoured with a 
strong irritating chemical which injures the skin. 
used by all Medical Men as the most healing substance known 
and mae into soap retains all its virtues. It is the 


GOaP. 


most 


| delicate and elegant toilet soap that is made. 


In the Appendix to Dr, Schliemann’s work " Ilios,"’ the 
famous Dr. Virchow, of Berlin, suys:—* Of the VASELINE L 
must make particular acknowledg nt, not only against the 
effects of sunburning on the skin, but also in various ex- 
coriations, especially from riding, it proved to be highly 
beneficial.”’ 

The following toilet articles have also been awarded high 
honours at all exhibitions; and,asthe “ Lancet says, * will be 
found superior to similar articles in ordinary use *:— 


VASELINE POMADE, 1s. and 2s. 
VASELINE HAIR TONIC, 4s. 6d. 
VASELINE COLD CREAM, 1s. and 2s. 


All our bottled goods are inclosed in card boxes, bearing our 
name. All others of our goods are also stamped with our name, 
Pamphlets tree. 

CHESEBROUGH MANUFACTURING COMPANY, 
41, Holborn Viaduct, London, EC. 


OOLING and REFRESHING are the 
effects of ROWLANDS' KALYDOR on the face 
and hands of all exposed to the scorching rays 
of the sun and heated particles of dust: it 
dispels the cloud of Janguor and relaxation, 
allays all heat and irritability, and immediately 
affords r 
elasticity and healthful stute of the Skin 
Freckles, ‘Tan, Spots, Pimples, Flushes, wnd 
Discoloration, fly betore its application, and 
give place to a healthy, pure, and delicate com- 
plexion. In cases of Sunburn, or Stings of 

nsects, its, virtues have long been acknow- 
ledged, and it is Ue Soy rote asa preservative 
of the skin after SEA BATHING. 


OWLANDS’ MACASSAR OIL is 


nniversally in high repute for its unprecedented 
success during the last eighty years in’ pro- 
moting the growth, restoring, improving, and 
heantifying the human hair. It prevents hair 
from falling off or turning grey, strengthens 
weak hair, cleanses it from scurt and dandriff, 
avnd makes it beautifully soft, pliable, and 
glossy. For children it is especially recom- 
Tarateds as forming the basis of a beautiful 
head of hair, while its introduction into the 
nursery of Royalty is a sufficient proof of its 
merits. 
mineral, or poisonous ingredients, 


PROWLANDS' ODONTO or PEARL 
DENTIFRICE has been celebrated tor more 
than half a century as the best, purest, and 

most fragrant preparation for the Teeth ever 
made; it wiitens and preserves the teeth, 
imparts to them a pearl-like whiteness, 
strengthens the gums, and gives a pleasing 
fragrance to the breath, while the fact of its 
being perfectly free from any mineral or acid 
ingredients constitutes it the best Dentifrice 
which ean be used, and ey adapts it for 
the teeth of children. ealth depends in a 
great measure upon the soundness of the teeth ; 
and all dentists will allow that neither washes 
nor pastes can possibly be as efficacious for 
polishing the teeth and keeping them sound 
and white as a pure and non-gritty tooth 
powder, Such Rowlands’ Odonto has always 
roved itself to be. Ask any dealer in Per- 
umery for ROWLANDS’ ARTICLES, 


| WEDDING CARDS, and INVIT 


| VW ITREMANIE, 


and SON, 339, Oxford-st 


Vaseline is | 


(LOeUe: 


. Fes | 


the pleasing sensation attending restored — 


It is perfectly free from any lead, 


NICHOLSON’S 
SUMMER 


Patterns post-free. 
FRENCH CASHMERES, BEIGE 
SERGES, HERRING-BONE and MILAN STRIPES, 
and all the Newest Materials in the most 
beautiful colours, 


SAMPLES, 


NEW 


N ICHOLSON’S 
AY 


NEW WASHING FABRICS. 
+ Patterns post-free. 
FRENCH SATTEENS, CAMBRICS, 
OATMEAL CLOTH, BRILLIAN'TS, &e., 
in every new and tastetu! design, 


NicHo LSON’S 
EW 
Bt Patterns px 


PLUSHES, VEL 
BROCHES, SATIN DE LYONS, 
PLAIN LYONS GROS GRAIN, 
in every fashionable shade. 
OMBRE SATINS, in all Colours, 
An extraordinary line of Rich BROCADED SILKS, 
1s, 94d, per yard, 22 inches wide. 


and 


[ELUSTRATIONS OF COSTUMES AND 
MANTLES POST-FREE. 


D N ICHOLSON .and 


50 to 53, 
SOLE L 


Ge 
/ 
ST. PACL’S-CHURCHYARD, LONDON 


ES OF THE COSTUME COURT, CRYSTAL 
PALACE. 


VV BEDDING and BIRTHDAY PRESENTS 
at RODRIGUES’, 42, Piceadilly, London. 
SETS FOR THE WRIT T ) 
IN POLISHED BRASS 
BRONZE. and OXIDISE 
TRAVELLING DRESSI 
DRESSING Bite 


RISTS' W 
EN LOPE C. 
INKSTAND 

CANDLES 

WORK BC 
THE NEV 
THE ‘ 


VIEN 


VRES CHINA. 

2s. te £10 
to £50 
to £0 
to £10 


es 
ITING CAS 
SES and BLO’ 


8 (per pair)... 
NTALUS” LIQUEUR 
TALUS” SODA and BRA 


nd au large and choice assortme 
NESE, and PARISIAN NOVE 


+LISH, 
5, from 5s. to £5. 


PORTRAIT ALBUMS at RODRIGUES’, 
with Patent Leather Guards, 4s. 6d. to £5. Floral Albums 
perep Albums. Presentation and Regimental Albums. 

Albums of every description made to order,.—42, Piccadilly. 


ODRIGUES’ MONOGRAMS, 


by hand in Gold, Silver, Bror 
BEST RELIEF STAMPIN 
All the new and Fashionable 
A VISITING CARD PLATE 
Superfine Cards eens for 4s. Hd. 
BALL PROGRAMMES, BILLS OF FARE, GUEST CARDS, 


¥ colour, 1s. per 100, 
ote-Papers. 
elegantly Engraved, and 109 


ATIONS jn every variety. 
2, Piceadilly, London. 


(SHROMOPHOTOGRAPHY, 
(KRAUS’ PROCESS.) 

The New Art (enabling any person without previous know- 
ledge of either Painting or Drawing) to Colour Photographs on 
convex glasses, in imitation of China and Enamel Painting. 
Boxes, containing every requisite, 20s. Particulars 
ee Specimens shown on application at the Sole Agents, 

- BARNARD and SON, 359, Oxford-strect, London, W. 


HENRY RODRIGUES, 


and 20s, 


superseding  Diaphanie. 

An easy and inexpensive method of decorating windows in 
churches, public buildings, and private houses, by which may be 
produced the rich colourimy and beawtiful designs equal in 
appearance to real stained glass. Handbook of Designs and full 
Instructions, 1s. 1d, s, comprising Designs, &c., at 2ls., 
31s. 6d., 428. Particulars post-free. Sole Inventors, J. BARNARD 
, London, W. 


| “Aen =N and CAMERON’S 


PENS are a Sit 
At 
The BIG “J" PE 1 6d. and Is. 
The BLG WAVERLEY PEN jf per Box. 
“ They come as a boon and a blessing to men, 

The Pickwick, the Owl, and she erley Pen.” 
Specimen Box with all the kind post. Is. 1d. 
MACNIVEN ‘and CAMERON 33, BL haha 

nt Utlices, 


ASURE.”’—Standard. 
out. 


F RY’S 


| GOLD MEDAL, PARIS. 
FRYS COCOA EXTRACT. 
Guaranteed Pure Cocoa only, deprived of 
the superfluous oil. Sold in Packets and Tins. 


YRY’S COCOA EXTRACT. 

« The delicate flavour and nutritious quali- 

ties of this article account tor the high esti- 

mation in which it is held by the publie.’—C. A, 
Cameron, M.D., P.B.C.S8.L, Ke. 


Cees 


Fes | Fey's COCOA EXTRACT 
“really consists of Cocoa Nibs deprived of 


superfluous oil, than which, if properly pre- 
pared, there is no other a or more wholesome 
weparation of Cocon.”’ 1, Water, and Air,” 
| Edited by Dr. Hassal}, the well-known Analyst 


E RY’S COCOA EXTRACT. 
* Strictly pure and well manufactured in 
every way.”” 

W. W. Stoddart, F.1. 
ristol. 


ows 


WRY’S 
(10004. 


Fears 


(000A. 


C.8., City Analyst, 


| A CHOICE PREPARED COCOA. 
| FE RY’S CARACAS COCOA. 
“A most delicious and valuable article.""— 
| Standard. 

“No more delicious, refreshing, nourishing, 
and whotesome beverage has ever been manu- 
| tactured.’’—Morning Post. 


ae ; a 

id )RY’S CARACAS COCOA. 

FRY 5 “As an agreeable invigorator, refresher, 

} and nourisher, it could not be too highly recom- 

y are) A. mended to the general community. ‘To those in 

( OCOA. | delicate health and under medical treatment it 

of. cannot fail to prove a favourite and a valuable 
article of diet.”’—Civil Service Gazette, 


EF RY’S | Promteen International PRIZE 
4 MEDALS awarded to the Firm, 
(0004. | 


uncluding 
First Degree of Merit and Medals, 
Sydney, 1880; Melbourne, 1881, 


PBREIDENBACH’S 
GACHETS. 


Wood Violet, White v 
Marechale, Ess. Bouquet, Musk, Ylang Ylan 
Opoponax, Millefleu ‘hy 
envelopes. Is. eacl 
satin cushions, 2s, 6d 
fumers and. Fancy Deale 
the Makers, 1578, New Bond 


t-free from 
ndon,W. 


N UDA VERITAS.—GREY HAIR restored 
by this valuable specific to its original shade, after which 
it grows the natural colour, not grey. Used as a dressing, it 
causes growth and arrests falling. “The most harmless and 
effectual restorer extant. One trial will convince it has no 
equal. Price 10s. 6d., of all Chemists and Hairdressers. ‘Testi- 
monials post-free.—R. HOVENDEN and SONS, London. 


G OLDEN HATIR—ROBARE’S 

AUREOLINE produces the beautiful Golden Colour so 
much admired. Warranted apne harmless. Price 5s. 6d. and 
0s. 6d., of all Perfumers. Wholesale, HOVENDEN and SUNS 
5, Great Marlborough-street, W.; and 93 and 95, City-road, 


Se - 


MELBOURNE EXHIBITION, 1881. 


PL GHEStT A WARD for UPRIGHT 
PIANOS. 


(CHALLEN and GON have received the 


{IRST PRIZE for Upright Irvon-Frame 
PIANOS, the Jury having accorded to them a greater 
number of good points than were obtained by any other 
English firm, 


HALLEN and SON’S IRON - FRAME 
PIANOS are less affected by climatic influences than 
those made upon the old system of bracing, are more 
powerful and pure in tone, and require but little tuning. 


NHALLEN and SON’S. ‘GOLD-MEDAL 
PIANETTES, from 25 guineas, may be purchased on the 
Three-Years’ Hire System. These Instruments have 
taken the Highest Award at any Exhibition for this class 


of piano, 
(CHALLEN and SON’S THREE-YEARS’ 
Fj SYSTEM. 


The Piano becomes the property of the Hirer at the end 
of Three Yeurs, provided each quarter's hire is regularly 
paid in adyance, and applies to all classes of pidnos. 

‘ 


HALLEN and SON’S GOLD-MEDAL 
PIANOS may be obtained at all the principal Music 
Warehouses; or at 20, Oxford-street. 


((HALLEN and GON, 


have been awarded Medals at all the principal Exhibitions, 
20, OXFORD-STREET, LONDON, 
Established 1804, 


OLIAN. HARPS.—NEW. MODEL, as | 


+444 exhibited at the International Exhibition, These 
charming Instruments, vibrating with the slightest breeze, 
supersede anything of the kind hitherto manufactured, 26s. ; 
or in case. th tuning key, complete, £1 Ils. 6d.; Double 
Harps, £2 2s. to £4 4s. f 
KEITH, PROWSE, and CO., 48, Cheapside, B.C. 


SECONDHA VD 
\) KEITH, PROWSE, and CO. have several secondhand 
PIANOFORTES, MUSICAL BOXES, and HARPS, which have 


been returned trom hire.or taken inexchange, and which they | 


can offer at prices far below the real value of the Instruments. 


~PECIAL PIANOFORTES.—KEITH, 
a PROWSE, and CO. have some Drawing-room Grands in 
Black and Gold, of the very finest quality, ut surprisingly 
moderate prices. 


Ta vr x eg 
Me SICAL BOXES, by NICOLE FRERES. 

KEITH, PROWSE, and CO., Direct Importers, offer 
ee seeking tirfe, well-tuned Instruments, a selection of more 
then 500 Boxes, with all the recent improvements. from £8 to 
£300. Purcha ure requested to visit the new rooms especially 
devoted to the sule of these enchanting instruments, which for 
ques have no equal, Self-acting and barrel instruments of all 
descriptions, from 18 to 1200 Guineas. Musical Boxes playing 
celebrated Overtures, Pianoforte Pieces, and Sucred Music, 


{LUTES.—The NEW MODEL FLUTE 
(old fingering), for beauty and volume of tone unsur- 
mssed, 4 guineas and 7 guineas; also Rudall and Co,’s Prize 
Medal Flutes, new and secondhand. A great yariety of second- 
hand Flutes of all fingerings, from £1 to £25, New Cylinder 
Flutes, 10 to 12 guineas; Behm or Carte fingering, i 
cocoa, or ebonite,28 to 35 guineas. ~ Instruction-Books, 
rs, 


T HEATRES.—Telephonic Communication. 
_ Subscribers to. the Telephone Company can now have 
their orders tor TICKETS executed teatently by Telephoning to 
KEITH, PROWSE, and CO., 48, Cheapside. ‘Telephone No. F21, 


7 THERS.—KEITH, PROWSE, and-Co. 
fA have a large selection at ali prices, from 1 to 20 guineas, 
Strings, Kings. &c., and Music, A Professor gives Instruction 
on the Zither at 48, Cheapside, London, B.C. 


( )RCHESTRAL and MILITARY MUSICAL 
» INSTRUMENTS. c 


_ RUDALL, CARTE, and CO.'S ‘ 
NEW ILLUSTRATED CATALOGUE IS NOW READY. 


wt ahs ha and COS PATENT CYLINDER 

ENT CLARIONETS, ¥ ‘1K 
TT WITHOUT BACK 
OLD and NEW SYSTEMS. 7 


pan Pane or WITHOUT the NEW  PISTO) 


ON HORN.—The New Drawing-room Instru- 
ment is sume fingering as the cornet. Jts singu- 
larly deli tone, which it combines with. great power, 


‘lence of its being pitched in C, make ita most 
remarkable Chamber Solo Instrument. 
ae WARREN'S CELEBRATED AMERICAN 
xANB, 
CHALLEN and SONS’ GOLD MEDAL IRON-P 9 
PIANOFORTES, Ge man and French Piuorertes tee 
COMPLETE ILLUSTRATED CATALOG 
ECIAL LISTS POST-FREE, eee 
; Secondhand Instruments kept in stock. 
RUDALL, CARTE, and CO., 
23, BERNERS-STREET, OXFORD-STREET, 
LONDON, W. 


FoR ARMS and CREST send Name and 


County to T. MORING, Inns of Court i os 
32h. High Helborn, W.C. Plain Sketeh, 38. bd, Frepcie O silee 
Sea's. Dies, and Diplomas. Llustrated Price-Lists post-free, 


. WaALKER's 
(RYSTAL- (ASE 


JV ATCHES. 
JOHN WALKER, 
(SHRONOMETER, WAtcu, ana 
({LOCK MANUFACTURER, 


PRIZE MEDALLIST of the EXHIBITIONS 
of 1862 and 1867, 

MAKER OF THE-PRINCE OF WALES'S 
INDIAN WATCHES, 


INSTRUMENTS.. 


| trice to our readers ; there 


77, CORNHILL; 230; REGENT-STREET; 


and 76, STRAND, LONDON. 


GOLD CRYSTAL-CASE HALF-CHRONOMETE 
combining the accuracy ( thn ete: chilis 
pre i qe Levee: Wine Chronometer and the 
and not affected by riding z es £45 0 0 

GOLD CRYSTAL-CASE }-PLATE KEYLESS LEVER 
WATCH, with Dorapeaactinn Baisnes oe ny ve 


A perfect. time-keeper 


“oral ER Agee RE WATER hom ° 
G ‘RYSTAT.-CASR > 1" Me is 

SIERO ngL Cae EER AMS wy 2 
pene oe Ses rf Wiig os ke 990 
TARIRS GOLD WATCHES. thaw bral ant art mab 
YOPTHS' BIEVER Warengs lg hi eek 


| teo often or too much at a time. 


| neglect invatiah! 


| scope over a partially-decayed tooth, w 


LORILINE, 
For the TEETH and BREATH. 


A few drops of the FRAGRANT FLORILINE on a wet tooth- 
brush produce a delightful foam, which cleanses the Teeth from 
all impurities, strengthens and hardens the gums, prevents tartar 
and arrests the progress of decay. It gives to the Teeth a peculiar 
and beautiful whiteness, and imparts a delightful fragrance to 
the breath. 1t removes all unpleasant odour arising from decayed 
teeth, a disordered stomach, or tobacco smoke. The FRAGRANT 
FLORILINE is purely vegetable, and equally adapted toold and 


young, 
% The FRAGRANT FLORILINE should be used in all cases 
of bad breath, and particularly by gentlemen after smoking. The 
Floriline combines, in a concentrated form, the most desirable, 
cleansing, and astringent Le Rais At the same time, it con- 
tains nothing which can possibly injure the most sensitive and 
delicate organisation, 

It beautities the teeth and gums, 

It arrests the decay of the teeth, 

It acts as a detergent after sbi 

It renders the gums hard and healthy, 

It neutralises the offensive secretions of the mouth, 

It imparts to the breath a fragrance purely aromatic and 
pleasant. : 

Put up in large seis Sonly cup ari Lara cleans Aonar 
cases. complete. at 2s. 6d, So! »y all Chemists and Pe) ors. 

Sold Wholesale by_ the ANGLO-AMERICAN DRUG COM- 
PANY, Limited, 33, Farringdon-road, London. 


{LORILINE. 
For the TEETH and BREATH. 


Sweet as the ambrosial arr, of 
With its perfume rich and rare; 
Sweet as violets at the morn, 
Which the emerald. nooks adorn ; -- 
Sweet as rosebuds bursting forth 
From tle richly-laden earth, 
Isthe “FRAGRANT FLORILINE.” 


The teeth it makes a pearly white, 

So pure and lovely to the sight; 

The fume ussume a rosy hue, 

‘The breath is sweet as Violets blue; 

While scented as the flowers of May, 

Which cast their sweetness from euch spray, 
Is the ** FRAGRANT FLORILINE.” 


Sure, some fairy with its hand 

Cnst around its mystic wand, 

And produced from fairy's bower 

Srente teak litag trom each flower; 

For in this liquid gem we trace— 

All that can beauty add and 
Such is the “ FRAGR. 


Ace— 
L FLORILINE,” 


LORILINE. 
For the TEETH and BREATH. 


Is the best liquid dentifrice in the world; it thoroughly 
cleanses partially decayed teeth from all parasites or living 
“animalcule,”’ leaving them pearly white, imparting adelight- 
ful fragrance to the breath. . Price 2s. 6d, per Bottle. The 
Fragrant Floriline removes instantly. all odeurs arising from a 
foul stomach or tobacco-smoke. 

For children and adults whose teeth show marks of decay its 
advantages are paramount, The “*Vloriline” should be tho- 
roughly brushed into all the cavities; no one needs fear using it 
Among the ingredients being 
soda, honey, spirits of wine, borax, and extracts from sweet herbs 
and plants, it forms not only the very best dentifrice for cleansing 
eyer discovered, but one that is perfectly delicious to the taste 
and ws harmless as sherry. The taste is so pleasing that, instead 
of taking oi the toothbrush with dislike, as is often the case, 
children will on no account omit to use the “ Floriline”” regu- 
larly cach morning if only lett to their own choice. Children 
eennot be taught is use of the toothbrush too young; early 

y produces premuture decay of the teeth, 
~ Bloriline”’ is sold hy all Chemists and Perfumers throughout 
the world, at 2s. Cd. per Rottle, 


iE 


LORILINE., 
For the TEETH and BREATH. 


If teeth are white and beautiful, 
It keeps them so intact: 

If they "re discoloured in the least, 
1t brings their whiteness back ; 

And by its use what good effects 
Are daily to be seen; 

Thus hence it is that 
Greets “ FRAGRA 


neval praise 
T FLORILINE!" 


One trial proves conclusive quite, 
‘That by its constant use 

The very best effects arise 
‘That science can produce. 

It is the talk of every one, 
An all-absorbing theme; 

Sa Eraic now becomes the use 
Ot FRAGRANT FLORILINE.” 


It makes the breath as sweet as flowers, 
The teeth a pearly white ; 

The gums it hardens, and it gives 
Sensations of delight, 

. ALL vile secretions it removes, 
However long they ‘ve been ; 

The enamel, too, it will preserve, 
The* FRAGRANT FLORILINE.” 


{LORILINE. 
For the TEETH and BREATH. 


Tt may or may not be generally known that microscopical 
examimations have proyed that animalépr vegetable parasites 
gather, unobserved by the naked eye, upon the teeth and 
gums of at least nine persons in every ten ; any individual may 
easily satisfy himself in this matter by Saag 4 powerful micro 

‘ t yen the ltving animalcule 
ns to resemble a perelalls-doeayed cheese more than 

anything else wevan compare it to, ye may also state that th 
FRAGRANT FLORILINE is the only reine t discovered 
uble perfectly to free the teeth and gums from these perasites 
Without the slightest injury to the teeth or the most tender 


gums, _ 

Read this—From the “ Weekly Times,’ March 26, 1871:— 
“There are so many toilet articles which obtain all their cele- 
brity from being constantly and extensively advertised that it 
makes it necessary when anything new and good is introduced 
to the public that special attention should be called to it. The 
most delightful and effective toilet article for cleansing and 
beautifying the teeth that we ina long experience have everused 
is the new Fragrant Floriline. 1tis quite a pleasure to use it, 
and its properties of timpurting a fragrance to the breath and 
giving pets whiteness to the teeth make it still more valu- 
able, all the numerous nostrums for cleaning the teeth 
which from-time to time have been fashionable and popular, 
nothing to be compared with the Moriline has hitherto been pro- 
duced, whether considered as a beantitier or « Valuable cleanser 
and preserver ot the teeth and gumis.’”” 

From the “ Young Ludies' Journal’’:—“ An agreeable denti- 
frice is always a luxury, As one of the most agreeable may. be 
reckoned Floriline, —1t cleanses the teeth and imparts pleasant 
odour to the breath. It has heen analysed by several eminent 

rotessors of chemistry, and they conetr in thaiy testimony to 
ts usefulness. We are frequently eats Tocomm ong a denti- 
ore.wée cannot do better tha: i 
them to try the Fragrant Floriline,”’ ee 


[LORILINE. r 
For the TEETH and BREATH. 


1 have heard a strange statement, dear Fanny, to-day 
‘That the reason that teeth do decay ne 
Is traced to some objects that form in the gums, 
And eat them in time quite away. 
Animalcules, they say, are engendered—that is, 
If the mouth is nof wholesome and clean; 
And I also have hi to preserve them the best 
Is the fragrant, the sweet “ FLORILINE!” 


Oh, yes! it is true that secretions will cause 
Fea i tes = eh bert teeth, 
cel nly and silen lo the, w 

in cavities made underiteath i ee 
But a certain preservative has now been found, 
nee keep Lisydelh dia Ph oleaote and clean; 

ad you ‘re perfectly right, for your teeth 

There 's nothing like sweet a PLORILINE oats 


Tis nice and refreshing, and pleasant to use, 
And no danger its use can attend ; 

For clever pireteinns: and dentists as well 
Their uniform eee! now blend. 

They say it’s the preparation that’s known, 
And evident proofs have they seen, 

That nothing can equal the virtues that dwell 

In the fragrant, the sweet * FLORILINE!” 


J LORILINE. Res 
For the TEETH and BREATH. 


The “ Christian World" of March 17, 1871, says, with 

{o Mloriline:—" Floriline bids fair to become e liveetntl med 
in Pogieud, and one of peculiarly pleasant meaning, It ed 
be difficult to conceive a more efficacious and agreeable prepara- 
tion for the teeth. Those who once begin to use it will certainly 
Mitr Gi Sones the eat 

. G, H, Jones, the nent Dentist, of 57, G - 
street, in hi» valuable little book on Dentistry, Pareaati oero4 
of a good dentifrice is also ind sable, and one of the best 
preparations for cl ing the and removing the impure 
reertions of the mouth is the liquid dentifrice called 
A le chemists. 


7 aa aa ea 
wails VS a 


| * Fragrant 
Florisine,’ which is sold by al le ie 
he words * Fragrant Floriline” are a Trade-Mark, 
Sold retail everywhere; and wholesale by the i 
AMERICAN DRUG COMPANY, Limited, i, Puringdn ae 
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ALUABLE DISCOVERY for the HAIR. 


It your hair is turnin, or white, or falling off, usa 
THE MEXICAN. HAIR RENEWER ; for it will Hositively 
re, in every case, grey or white hair to its original colour, 
without leaving the disagreeable smell of most “ Restorers.”’ It 
makes the hair charmingly beautiful, as well as promoting the 
rowel of the hair on bald spots, where the glands are not 
lecayed . 
This ogee has never been known to fail in Steet the 
hair to its natural colour and gloss in from eight to twelve days. 
It promotes growth, and prevents the hair falling out, eradi- 
eating dandruff, and leaving the scalp in a clean, healthy con 
on. 


diti 

It imparts peculiar vitality to the roots of the hair, restoring it 
to its youthful freshness and vigour. Daily applications of this 
pre tion for a week or two will surely restore faded, grey, or 
white hair to its natural colour and richness. 

It is not a dye. nor does it contain any keslletaae matter or 
offensive substance whatever. Hence it does not. soil the hands, 
the scalp, or even white linen, but produces the colour within 
the substance of the hair. 

It may be had of bert res) fable Chemist, Perfnmer, or Dealer 
in Toilet Articles in the Kingdom, at 3s. 6d. per Bottle. In care 
the dealer has not, “The Mexican Hair Renewer" in stock and 
will not procure it for you, it will be sent direct by rail. carriage- 
paid, on receipt of 4s. In stamps, to any part of Rngland. 

Sold Wholesale by the AN¢ LO-AMERICAN DRUG COM- 
PANY, Limited, 33, Farringdon-road, London. 


[HE MEXICAN HAIR RENEWER. 


WHAT BEAUTIFIES THE HAIR 


What gives luxuriance to each tress, 
And pleases each one’s fancies ? 
What adds a charm of perfect grace, 
And Nature's gift, enhances ? 
What gives a bright and beauteous gloss, 
And what says each reviewer? 
“That quite successful is the use 
Of ‘THE MEXICAN HAIR RENEWER!'” 


What gives luxuriance to each tress, 
And makes it orien and glowing? 
What keeps it free from dandruff, too, 
And healthy in its growing ? 
What does such wonders? Ask the press, 
And what says each reviewer ? 
“That none can equal or approach 
‘THE MEXICAN HAIR RENEWER!'"* 


What gives luxuriance to each tress, 
Like some bright halo beaming ? 
What makes the hair a perfect mass 
Of splendid ringlets teeming ? f 
What gives protusion in excess ? 
Why, what says each reviewer? 
“the choicest preparation is 
‘THE MEXICAN HAIR RENEWER!’” 


What gives luxnriance to each tress, 
And makes it so delightful ? 
Because to speak the honest truth 
Is only just and rightful, 
What say the people and the press, 
And what says each reviewer? 
“That most superb for ladies’ use 
Is ‘THE MEXICAN HAIR RENEWER!’” 


\NHE MEXICAN HAIR RENEWER 


has gained for itself the highest reputation, and a decided 
reference oyer all other ‘ hair dressings,”’ as evinced from cer- 
Htticates and testimonials from the most respectable sources. 
Being compounded with the greatest care—combining, as it doe: 
all the most desirable qualities of the best. hair Oe o 
the day, without the objectionable ones—it an relied on as 
the very best known to chemistry for restoring the natural colour 
* to the hair, and causing new hair to grow on bald spots, unless 
the hair glands are decayed ; for, if the glands are decayed and 
me, no stimulant can restore them; but if, as is often the case. 
e glands are only torpid, THE MEXICAN HAIR RENEWER 
will renew their vitali 
Read the following Testimonial :— 
yor Messrs. Wm. Hayes and Co,, Chemists. 12, Grafton-street, 
Dublin ;—* We are recommending THE MEXICAN HAIR 
RENEWER to all our customers as the best of the kind, as we 
have been told by several of our friends who tried it that it has 
a wonderful effect in restoring and strengthening their Hair,” 


HE MEXICAN HAIR RENEWER. 


AN IMPORTANT QUESTION FOR LADIES, 


Would ae have luxuriant hair, 
Beautiful, and rich, and-rare : 
Would you have it soft and bright, 
And attractive to the sight? 
This you really can produce 
If you put in constant use 

THE EXICAN HAIR RENEWER. 


The hair it strengthens and preserves, 
And thus a double purpose serves; 
It beautities—improves it, too, 
And gives it a most charming hue, _ 
And thus in each essential way, _ 
It public favour gains each day— 

HE MEXICAN HAIR RENEWER. 


Ifa single thread of hair 

Ofa greyish tint is there, 

This ** Renewer"’ will restore 

All its colour as before, 

And ear it is woes it renown 

Does daily now. its virtnes crown— 
THE XICAN HAIR RENEWER. 


No matter whether faded grey, 

Or falling like the leaves away, 

It will renew the human hair, 

And make it like itself appear: 

It will revive it, beautify, 

And every ardent wish supply— 
THE MEXICAN HAIR B 


[ue MEXICAN HAIR RENEWER. 


EWER. 


The constitution of the person And the condition of the scalp 
have much to do with the length of time it requires for new hair 
to grow ; also thin or thick ham will depend much upon the vital 
force remaining in the hair-glands. New-hairs are first seen to 
start around the margin of the bald spots uear the permanent 
hair, and extending upwards until the spots are covered more or 
less thickly with tine short hair. Excessive brushing should be 
guarded against as soon as the small hairs make their appear- 
ance; but the scalp may be sponged with rain water to advan- 
tage occasionally. The scalp may be p: and moved on 
the bone by the finger ends, which quickens the cirenlation 
and softens the spots which have remained long bald. 
On applying this hair-dressing 1t enlivens the scalp, and in cases 
where ‘che Rutr begins to tall a few applications will arrest it, 
and the new growth presents the luxuriance and colour o 
youth. It may be relied on as the best Be reese known for 
restoring grey or taded hair to its original colour without dyeing 
it, producing the colour within the substance of the hair, im- 

arting a peculiar vitality to the roots, preventing the hair trom 
E failings keeping the head cool, clean, and tree trom dandruff, 
causing new hairs to grow, unless the hair-glands are entirel 
decayed. The MEXICAN HAIR RENEWER makes the hair 
soft, glossy, and luxuriant. Sold by Chemists and Pertamers 
at 4s, dd.; or sent to any address free on receipt of 4s. in stamps, 


dy MEXICAN HAIR RENEWER. 
When the hair is weak and faded, : 


Like the autumn leaves that fall, 
‘Then 1s felt that sadden'd feeli 
Which does every heart enthral, 
Then we look for some specific 
To arrest it on its vied 
And THE MEXICAN HAIR RENEWER 
Bids it like enchantment stay. 


It arrests Leon Sor PORTERS | 
Though the fate E thin and grey 


1t will strengthen and improve it, 
And eae day by day. 
AD d bri etch ss beauty, too 
n S V uty, too ; 
For THE MEXICAN HAIR RENEWER 
Makes it look both fresh and new. 


What's the greatest hair restorer 
That the present can show ; 
What produces wonders, bongs fe 
Which the world at large should know ? 
Why, THE MEXICAN HAIR RENEWER 
Eminently stands the first; 
Thus its fame by countless thousands 
Day by day is now rehears'd, 


- What beautifies, improves, and strengthens 

Hw hair of every age ? 

Wh ’ it a RS eth ely restorer 

e ladies is the ri 
_ And THE MEXICAN HAIR RENEWER 

Is the very best in use, 

For luxuriant tresses al ways 
Do its magic powers ute, 


HE WORDS “THE MEXICAN HAIR 


: RENEWER” are a Trade Mark; and the oes will please 
see the words are on every case surrounding the Bottle, and the 
name is blown in the bottle. 

‘The Mexican Hair Renewer. Price 3s.6d. Directions in German, 


French, and 8) sh. 
May be gee respectable Dealers in all parts of the 


World, 
Sold Wholesale by the ANGLO-AMERICAN DRUG COM- 
| PANY, United, 38, Farvingdon-road, Loud n, 


- and anew growth of hair will follow, — 


D 


10,000 PR#SENts. 


PAREINS & GOTTO's. 


DRESSING-CASES, 21s.,42s., 84s., 105s., 210s. 
DRESSING-BAGS, 42s., 84s., 105s., 210s. 
HAND-BAGS, 6s. 9d., 10s. 6d. Waist-Bags. 
DESPATCH-BOXES, 21s., 42s., 63s., 84s., &c. 
WRITING-CASES, 5s., 10s. 6d., 15s., 21s. 
DESKS, 8. 6d., 10s. 6d., 14s. 6d., 21s., 42s.,638, 
STATIONERY CABINETS, 25s., 50s., 84s. 
ENVELOPE CASES and BLOTTERS. 
INKSTANDS for Drawing-Room or Library. 
TEA-CADDIES, BOOK-SLIDES. 
LIQUEUR-CASES, FLASKS. 
LETTER-BOXES for the Hall and Library. 
READING-STANDS, POSTAGE-SCALES. 
OXYDIZED and ENAMELLED ARTICLES. 
ORMOULU WRITING SETS, NIC-NACS. 
DOULTON WARE, Mounted with Silver, &c. 
ELECTRO-PLATED GOODS, for Presents. 
BRONZE INKSTANDS, CANDLESTICKS. 
JEWEL-CASES, for Ladies and Gentlemen. 
BRUSH-CASES, for Ladies and Gentlemen. 
SCENT-CASES, for 2, 3, or 4 Bottles. 
SPECTACLE-CASES, Waist or Pocket. 
GLOVE and HANDKERCHIEF BOXES. 
WORK BOXES and BASKETS, 6s. and 10s. 
RETICULES, LADIES’ COMPANIONS, 
MUSIC CASES and ROLLS, 2s. 6d., 5s. 
MUSICAL BOXES, all kinds. 
CHINA CARD-TRAYS, Ditto Ornaments. 
PURSES, POCKET-BOOKS, NOTE-CASES. 
CARD-CASES; Wallets, fitted and wnfitted. 
CIGAR-CASES, FUZEE-CASES. 
OPERA-GLASSES, FANS, Newest Patterns. 
GRAPHOSCOPES, STEREOSCOPES. 
SCENT-BOTTLES, Gold and Silver Mounted. 
WALTHAM WATCHES, good timekeepers. 
SILVER JEWELLERY, at very low prices. 
JET JEWELLERY of the best Patterns. 
CLOCKS, Carriage, Drawing or Dining Room. 
PENCIL-CASES, Gold, Silver, Aluminium. 
OUTDOOR GAMES, CROQUET, QUOITS, 
CRICKET, BOWLS, AUNT SALLY. 
LAWN TENNIS, 25s., 35s., 48s. 6d., 63s., 84s. 
CABINETS OF GAMES, 21s., 50s., 84s., &e. 
BACKGAMMON, CHESS, DRAUGHTS. 
PAINT-BOXES, TOOL-CHESTS. 
PORTRAIT ALBUMS, all sizes. 
PORTRAIT FRAMES, Ormoulu, Velvet, &c. 
SCRAP-BOOKS, STAMP ALBUMS. 
IVORY PAPER-KNIVES, Portfolios. 
TWO THOUSAND CHURCH SERVICES. 
FAMILY BIBLES, Pocket Ditto, Prayers. 
THE REVISED NEW TESTAMENT. 
SHILLING TESTAMENTS, Ninepence. 
4s. TESTAMENTS, 1s. 6d., and soon. Full 
st post-free, 

BOOKS for JUVENILES and PRESENTS. 
ILLUSTRATED CATALOGUE POST-FREE, 
PAkkINS & Getto, 

BY SPECIAL APPOINTMENT 
TO HLR.H. THE PRINCESS OF WALES 
AND H.LH. THE CROWN PRINCESS OF GERMANY. 
27 and 28, OXFORD-STREET, LONDON. 


JE: RIDGE’S FOOD is the best of foods. 


pD*® RIDGE’S FOOD can be made in two 


minutes. 
D*® RIDGE’S FOOD.—No trouble in 
~ cooking. 
D® RIDGE’S FOOD.—Always good and 
% sweet. 
—® RIDGE’S FOOD.—Recommended by — 
Doctors, ‘ 


Dp RIDGE’S FOOD is satisfying. 


Dp" RIDGE’S FOOD is strengthening. 


Ol 


Ty RIDGE’S FOOD. — Directions 


Packet, 


R. RIDGE’S FOOD.—A Pamphlet post- 


free. 


FOOD. — *‘ Our 


post-tfree. 


D* RIDGE’S Baby,” 


R. RIDGE’S FOOD.—Cattion. 
Purchasers should he careful to see they get Dr. RIDGE'S 
PATENT COOKED FOOD, as there are several very worthless 
preparations now being offered to the public. Dr. Ridge’s Patent 
Jooked Food is inelosed in white wrappers, or in canisters, and 


“the words “ Dr. Ridge’s Patent Cooked Food” are printed boldly 


thereon, so that none need be deceived or mistaken. 


DR. RIDGE and CO., 
ROYAL FOOD MILLS, LONDON, N. 


; ‘M® STREETER, 


NEW BOND-STREET, W.; 
Se AND d 
COLOMBO, CEYLON, 


DIAMOND AND GEM MERCHANT. 


MR, STREETER is constantly receiving consignments of 
Cat’s-eyes, Supphires, Pearls, &c., direct from his establishment 
in Ceylon (the true native home of these gems), and can there- 
fore supply purchasers at wholesale prices, by which the usual 
intermediate profit is saved, 


GTREETER, MR., for 


DIAMONDS. 
SAPPHIRES, 
CAT’S-EYES. 
RUBIES. 
EMERALDS. 
OPALS. 

PEARLS. 
ALEXANDRITES. 


MR. STREETER, 
BOND-STREET, LONDON ; 


AND AT 


COLOMEO, CEYLON, 
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Beresford. ‘ Mayhap the concert didn’t come off, aiong 
of the snow.” 

Nan again thanked him, and continued on her way— 
eastward. She was thinking. Somehow she had quite 
forgotten about the church. The air around her was 
wonderfully keen and exhilarating ; the skies overhead 
were intensely blue; out thereon the downs the soft, 
white snow would be beautiful. Nan walked on at a 
brisker pace, and her spirits rose. The sunlight seemed 
to get into her veins. And then her footing required a 
great deal of attention, and she had plenty of active 
exercise ; for though here and there the foree of the 
svind had left the roads almost bare, elsewhere the snow 
had formed long drifts of three to five feet in depth, 
and these had either to be got round or plunged 
through. Then, up Kemp-Town way, where there is 
less traffic, her difficulties increased. The keen air 
seemed to make her easily breathless. But at all events 

she felt comfortably warm ; and the sun felt hot on her 
* cheek. 

She had at length persuaded herself that she was 
anxious about Singing Sal’s safety. Many people must 
have perished in that snowstorm—caught unawareson the 
lonely downs. At all events, she could ask at one or 
two of the coastguard stations if anything had been 
heard of Sal. It was just possible she might meet her, 
if the entertainment at Updene farm had come off. 

At Black Rock station they had heard nothing ; but 
she went on all the same. For now this was a wonder- 
ful and beautiful all around her, up on these 
high cliffs ; and the novelty of it delighted her, though 
the bewildering white somewhat dazzled her eyes. 
Towards the edge of the cliffs, where the wind had 
swept across, there was generallynot more than an inch 
or two of snow—hard and crisp, with traceries of birds’ 
feet on it, like long strings of lace; but a few yards on 
her left the snow had got banked up in the most 
peculiar drifts, resembling in a curious manner the 
higher ranges of the Alps. Sometimes, however, the 
snow became deep here also; so that she had to betake 
herself to the road, where the farmers’ men around had 
already cut a way through the deeper stoppages; and 
there she found herself going along a white gallery— 
yellow-white on the left, where the sunlight fell on the 
snow, but an imtense blue om the right, where the 
crystalline snow, in shadow,reffeeted the blue of the sky 
overhead. And still she ploughed on her way, with all 
her pulses’ tingling with life and gladness; for this 
wonder of yellow whitenessand blue whiteness, and the 
sunlight, and the keen air, all lent themselves to a kind 
of fascination; and she scarcely perceived that her 
usual landmarks were gone: it was enough for her to 
keep walking, stumbling, sinking, avoiding the deeper 
drifts, and further and further losing herself in the 
solitariness of this white, hushed world. 

Then, far away, and showing very black against the 
white, she perceived the figure of a woman; and 
instantly jumped to the conclusion that that must be 
Singing Sal. But what was Sal—if it were she— 
about? That dark figure was wildly swaying one arm 
like an orator declaiming to an excited assemblage. 
Had the dramatic stimulus of the previous night’s enter- 
tainment—Nan asked herseli—got into the woman’s 
brain? Was she reciting poetry to that extravagant 
gesturing? Nan walked more slowly now, and took 
breath ; while the woman, whoever she was, evidently 
was Coming along at a swinging pace. 

No; that was no dramatic gesture. It was too 
monotonous. It looked more as if she were sowing—to 
imperceptible furrows. Nan’s eyes were very long- 
sighted; but this thing~puzzled her altogether. She 
now certainly looked ike a farmer’s man scattering 
seed-corn. 

Singing Sal saw and. reeognised her young-lady 
friend at some distance; and seemed to moderate her 
gestures, though these did not quite cease. 
came up, Nan said to her, 

“What are you doing?” 

“Well, Miss,” she said, with a bright smile—her 
face was quite red with the cold air, and her hair not so 
smooth as she generally kept it—* my arm does ache, 
to tell the truth. And my barley’s nearly done.’ I 
have tried to seatter it wide, so as the finches and larks 
may have a chance, even when the jackdaws and rooks 
are at it.” 

“ Are you scattering food for the birds, then?” =| 

“They ’re starved out in this weather, Miss; and 
then the boys come out wi’ their guns ; and the dicky- 

are after them too ”’—— 


“The what?” gs ‘ i toga 
“The bird-catchers, Miss. If*I was a farmer now, 
I’d take a I would; and I’d send: those 


horsewhip. 
gentry double quick back to Whitechapel. And the 
gentlefolks, Miss, it isn’t right-of theni:to encourage the 


trapping of larks when there pee of other food to _ 


be got. "Well, my three- & barley that I 
bought in Newhaven is near bie Soy 

She looked into the little that she had twisted 
round in front of her. 


_* Oh, if you don’t mind,” said Nan, eagerly, “1 
will give you a shilling—or two or three shillings—to 


get some more,” ' a s 

“You could do better than that Miss,’ said Sal. 
“Maybe you know some one that lives in Lewes-cres- 
cent?” ‘ Se 


“ Yes, I do.” ae 
“Well, ye see, Miss, there’s such a lot o' birds as 
won't eat grain at all; and if you was to get the key of 


When she’ 


ee 


the garden in Lewes-crescent, and get a man to sweep 
the snow off a bit of the grass, and your: friends might 
throw down some mutton-bones and scraps from the 
kitchen, and the birds from far and near would find it 
out—being easily seen, as it might be. Half the thrushes 
and blackbirds along this country-side "ll be dead before 
this snow gives out.” 

“ Oh, I will go back at once and do that,” said Nan, 
readily. 

“ Look how they’ve been running about all the 
morning,” said this fresh-coloured dark-eyed woman, 
regarding the traceries on the snow at her feet. “ Most 
of them larks—you can see the spur. And that’s a 
rook with his big heavy claws. And there’s a hare, 
Miss—I should say he was trotting as light as could 
be—and there’s nothing uglier than a trotting hare— 
he’s like a race-horse walking—all stiff and jolting, 
because of the high aunches—haunches, Miss, They ’re 
all bewildered like, birds and beasts the same. I saw 
the pad of a fox close by Rottingdean ; he must have 
come a long way to try for a poultry-yard. what’s 
rarer, I saw a covey of partridges, Miss, settle down on 
the sea as I was coming along by Saltdean Gap. They 
was tired out, poor things; and not driven before the 
wind either; but fighting against it, and going out to 
sea blind-like ; and then I saw them sink down on to 
the water, and then the wayes knocked them about 
anyway. I hear there was a wonderful sight of brent 
geese up by Berling Gap yesterday—but I’m keeping 
ye standing in the cold, Miss” 

“ T will walk back with you,” said Nan, turning. 

“No, Miss. No, thank you, Miss,’ said Sal, 
sturdily. 

«But only as far as Lewes-crescent,” said Nan, 
with a gentle laugh. ‘* You know I am going to 
stop there for the mutton bones. I want to know what 
has happened to you since the last time I saw you— 
that’s a good while ago now.” 

“ Two things, Miss, has happened, that I’m proud 
of,” said Sal, as the two set out to face the brisk 
westerly wind. “I was taking a turn through Surrey ; 
and when I was at ——, they told me that a great poet 
lived close by there—Mr.” 

“ Of course every one knows Mr.” said Nan. 

“| didn’t,” said Sal, rather shamefacedly. ‘“ You 
see, Miss, the two I showed you are enough company 
for me; and I haven’t got money to buy books wi’. 
Well, I was passing near the old gentleman’s house, and 
he came out, and he spoke to me as we went along the 
road. He said he had seen me reading the afternoon 
before, on the common; and he began to speak about 
poetry; and then he asked me if I had read any of 

Ts ’s, without saying he was himself. I was sorry 
to say no, Miss; for he was such a kind old gentleman : 
but he said he would send me them; and most like 
they ’re waiting for me now at Goring, where I gave 
him an address. Lor, the questions he asked me !— 
about Shakspeare and Burns—you know, Miss. I had 
them in my bag; and then about myself. I shouldn’t 
wonder if he wrote a poem about me.” 

“ Well, that ’s modest,” said Nan, with another quiet 
laugh. 

Sal did not at all like that gentle reproof. 

“It isn’t my pride, Miss; it’s what he said to me 
that I go by,” she retorted. “I didn’t ask him.” 

“Tf he does all England will hear about you, then,” 
said Nan. “And now, what was the other thing ?”’ 

Sal again grew shamefaced a little. She opened the 
inner side of her wallet, took out a soiled, weather- 
beaten copy of the ‘Globe’ Shakspeare, and from it 
extracted a letter. 

“ Perhaps you would like to read it yourself, Miss,” 
she suggested. 

Nan took it, and had little difficulty in deciphering 
its contents, though the language was occasionally 
a trifle hyperbolical. It contained nothing less than an 
offer of marriage addressed to Sal by a sailor in one of 
her Majesty’s ironclads, who said that he was tired of the 
sea, and that, if Sal would give up her wandering life, 
so would he, and he would retire into the coastguard. 
He pointed out the sacrifices he was ready to make for 
her; for it appeared that he was a petty officer. No 
matter ; he was willing to become simple A. B. again; 


for he. had his “ feelins’ ;’? and if so be as she would 


become his. wife, then they would have a good weather- 
proof cottage, a bit of garden, and three-and-fourpence 
aday. It was a most business-like, sensible offer. 

“* And I’m sure I could do something for him,” 
Nan eagerly said. ‘I think I could get him promotion. 


‘ The Senior Nayal Lord of the Admiralty is a: friend of 


mine. And wouldn’t it be better for you?” 

“No, Miss,” said Sal, with an odd kind of smile. 
“T was glad to get the letter, for it shows I’m 
respected. But.I’m not going to be caged yet. I never 
saw or heard of the man.I would marry—except it 


might have been Robbie Burns, if he was still alive. 


Sometimes when I’ve been reading a bit, coming 
along the downs all by myself like, I’ve seen 
somebody in the distance; and I’ve said to myself, 
‘Well, now, if that was only to turn out to be that 
black-a-vised Ayrshire ploughman, it would be all 
over with me; it would be ‘Whistle and I'll 
come to ye, my lad.’ And then some shamb- 
ling fellow of a labourer has come along, straw-haired, 
bent-backed, twisted-kneed, and scarcely enough spirit 
in him to say, ‘Marnin t’ ye—good marnin t’ ye, 
wench |’” 

“You are very independent,” said the sage Nan. 


“ And that’s all very well as long as your health lasts. 
But you might become ill. You would want relatives 
and friends; and a home. And in the coastguard 
houses you would have a very comfortable home, and a 
garden to look after; and your husband might get 
promotion.” 

“Tf ever I marry,’ said Sal, shaking her head, “ it 
won't be one of the man-of-war’s men. They’ve just as 
little spirit or independence as the day labourers. 
They ’ve had it all crushed out of them by the hard 
usage of the officers.” 

“Oh, how can you say so!” said Nan, warmly. 
“The officers are English gentlemen. In former days 
there may have been cruelty; but I am certain that 
exists no longer. I know several officers: kinder- 
hearted men don’t exist. Why, there is a Captain in 
the Navy”— 

She stopped in great embarrassment. 
Sal, not heeding, said, laconically, 

“Tt ain’t the Captain, Miss. He’s too great a 
gentleman to interfere. It’s the First Lieutenant, who 
can make the ship a hell upon earth if he has a mind 
to. Ah! Miss, it’s little you know of the discipline 
that goes on on board a man-o’-war. There’s no human 
being could stand it who wasn’t brought up to it. The 
merchantmen can’t stand it and won’t stand it; that’s 
where the officers find a difficulty when the Reserves 
are called out. You wouldn’t find a man-o’-war’s man 
marching up to the First Lord of the Admiralty with a 
lump of salt beef in his hand and asking him if it was 
fit to eat. And this Lord, Miss, being a civilian like, 
he never thought of haying the man clapped in irons : 
‘Throw it overboard,’ says he. ‘I will see that no 
more o’ that kind of stuff is issued to her Majesty’s 
fleet.’ That was the story I heard, Miss: the men 
were laughing about it at Beachy Head. And then, in 
the merchantmen Jack has a better chance if he is a 
smart fellow ” 

And so forth. They had once more got on to the 
subject of sailors and officers, regarded from their dif- 
ferent points of view; and it was not until they had 
reached Brighton that the sight of Lewes-crescent 
reminded Nan that she had now to part from her com- 

ion and go in search of mutton-bones for the thrushes 
and blackbirds. 


But Singing 


CHAPTER XIX. 
BREAKING DOWN. 

Not only was she successful in. this work of charity, but 
she must needs also institute a similar system of out- 
door relief at her own end of the town; so that it was 
nearly dusk when she re-entered the house in Bruns- 
wick-terrace. She did not think of asking if there 
were any visitors; she went up stairs; perceived that 
the drawing-room door was an inch or two open; and 
was just about to enter when she heard voices. Inad- 
vertently she paused. 

It was Mr. Jacomb’s voice. Then her mother said, 

“I married happily myself, and I have never tried 
to influence my daughters” 

Nan shrank back, like a guilty thing. She had only 
listened to discover whether it was some one she knew 
who had called; but these few words of her mother’s 
made her heart jump. She stole away noiselessly to her 
own room. She sate down, anxious and agitated, fearing 
she scarcely knew what. 

- She was not long left in suspense. Her mother came 
into the room and shut the door. 

“JT thought I heard you come in, Nan,’ - she 
ee ‘and it’s lucky you have; for Mr. Jacomb is 

ere,” 

** But I don’t want to see Mr. Jacomb, mamma,” she 
said, breathlessly. 

“He wants to see you,” her mother said, quietly, 
“and I suppose you know what it is about.” 

“JI suppose so—yes, I can guess——. Oh, 
mother, dear !”’ cried Nan, going and clinging to her 
mother. “ Do me this great kindness! I can’t see him. 
I don’t want to see him. Mother, you will go and speak 
to him for me!” 

“ Well, that is extraordinary,” said Lady Beresford, 
who, however, had far too great a respect for her nerves 
to become excited over this matter or anything else. 
“That ’s a strange request. I have just told him I would 
not interfere. Of course, I don’t consider it a good 
match ; you might doa great deal better from a worldly 

oint of view. But you have always been peculiar, 
an. If you think it would be for your happiness to 
become a poor cle ’s wife, I will not oppose it. 
At the same time, I have always thought you might do 
better” ; 
“Oh, mother, don’t you understand?”’ Nan broke 
in. “It’s to ask him to go away! I’m so sorry. 
If he had spoken before, I would have told him 
before ” —— beh | 

“You mean you refuse him, and I am to take th 
message,” said her mother, staring at her. “ That is all?” 

The girl was silent. ee 

“TI must say, Nan, you have been acting very 
strangely. You have led us all to believe that you were 
going to marry him, Why did you let the man come 
about the house?” ~ 

“Don’t speak like that to me,mother,” said Nan, with 
her under lip beginning to quiver. ‘ I—I tried to think 
of it. I knew he wanted me to be his wife; I thought 
it might be right ; I thought I could do onthe th 
way ; and—and I tried to persuade myself. ButI can’t 


marry him, mother—I can’t—I don’t wish to marry any 
one—I never will marry ”’ 

“Don’t talk nonsense, child!’ said her mother, 
severely, for there was a sort of tendency towards 
excitement in the atmosphere. ‘* Let me understand 
clearly. I suppose you know your own mind. I amto 
go and tell this man definitely that you won’t marry 
him ?.”” 

** Mother, don’t put it in that harsh way. Tell him 
Iam very sorry. ‘Tell him I tried hard to think of it. 
Tell him I am sorry he has waited so long; but if he 
had asked sooner ”’ 

“ He would have had the same answer ?” 

The girl’s face flushed red, and she said in a strange 
sort of way— 

““ Yes—perhaps so—I think it must have been the 
same answer at any time—oh, I never, never could have 
brought myself to marry him! Mother, does it look 
erwel—does it look as if I had treated him badly ?”’ she 
added, inthe same anxious way. 

__ “No, I would-not, say that,’ answered her mother, 
calmly. ‘A man must take his chance; and until he 
speaks he can’t haye an answer. I do not think Mr. 
Jacomb has any reason to complain—except, perhaps, 
that you don’t go yourself and hear what he.has to 
say ” 

“Oh, mother, I couldn’t do that. It would only be 
pain for both of us. And then I don’t refuse him, you 
see, mother; that’s something ”’ 

Lady Beresford was uncertain. The truth was, she 
was not at all sorry to be the bearer of this message— 
eyen at the cost of a little trouble—for she did think 

that her daughter ought to marry into a better position 
in life. But she had just been listening to what Mr. 
Jacomb had to say for himself; and he had said a good 
deal, not only about himself, but about Nan, and her 
disposition, and what would best secure her happiness, 
and so forth. Lady Beresford had been just a little bit 
impressed; and the question was whether Nan ought 
not to be inyited to a fair consideration of the matter as 
represented by Mr. Jacomb himself. 

* Well, Nan,” she said, ‘if your mind is quite clear 
about it” 

“Oh, it is, mother,” she answered, eagerly, ‘‘quite— 
quite” 

That was an end. Her mother left the room, slowly; 
Nan listened for her footsteps until she heard her go 
into the drawing-room and close the door. Her first 
thought was to lock herself in, so that there should be 
no appeal. Her next was that it was excessively mean 
and cruel of her to experience this wonderful sense of 
relief, now that the die was irrevocably cast. 

“If there was anything I could do for him,’ she 
was thinkmg—* anything—anything but that;” and 
then she listened again to the stillness until she heard a 
bell rmg, and the drawing-room door open again, and 
someone descend the stairs into the hall. She felt 
guilty and sorry at the same time. She wished she 
could do something by way of compensation. He would 
not think it was mere heartlessness ? For indeed she 
had tried, And would she not have done him a far 
greater wrong if she had married him without ‘being 
able to give him her whole heart ? 

Nan went to the window; but it was too dark for 
her to see anything. She took it for granted he had 
gone away. She was glad; and ashamed of herself for 
being glad. She reproved herself. And then she had 
a yague sort of feeling that she would wear sackcloth 
and ashes—or try to be ten times kinder to everybody— 
or do something, anythmg, no matter what—to atone 
for this very unmistakable sense of gladness that seemed 
to. peryade her whole being. She couldn’t help it, 
because it was there; but she would do something by 
way of compensation. And the first thing she could 
think of was to goand brush the billiard-table with such 
thoroughness that Mr. Tom when he came home should 
say, he had neyer seen it in such good condition 
before. 

That was a roaring party that somewhat later came 
in—all flushed faces and high spirits and delight; for 
they had walked all the way from Falmer over the 
downs, under the guidance of the Canadian experience 
of Frank King ; and.they had had wonderful adventures 
with the: snow-drifts; and the night was beautiful—a 
crescent moon in the south, and high up in the south- 
east the gleaming belt of Orion. And Nan greatly 
entered.into the joy of these adventurers; and wished 
to hear more of their futile efforts at skating; and was 
asking this one and the other about everything—until 
she found Mr. Tom’s eyes fixed on her. 

“Nan,” said he, with scrutiny and decision, “ you’ve 
been in the country to-day, walking.” 

She admitted she had. 

*« And you had for your luncheon a bit of bread and 
an apple.”’ 

“T generally take that as a precaution,’ Nan said, 
sumply, 
“T thought so,” said Mr. Tom, with great satisfaction 
at his own shrewdness. “I can tell in a minute. 
For you always come back looking highly pleased with 
yourself, and inclined to be cheeky. I don’t like the 
look of you when you’re too set up. Your tongue 
gets too. sharp. I’d advise you people to look out.’ 
Nan’s conscience smote her. Was she so glad, then, 
that even, outsiders saw it in her face? She became 


graver ; and she yowed that she would be most reticent 
at dinner, — he not promised to herself to try to be 
ten times brybody ? 
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And she very soon, at dinner, had an opportunity of 
displaying her generosity. They were busy making 
havoe of the manner of a distinguished person who was 
much talked of at that time, and whom they had all 
chanced to meet. Now Nan ordinarily was very 
intolerant of affectation; but had she not promised to 
be ten times kinder to everybody ? So she struck in in 
defence of this lady. 

“But it is her nature to be affected,” said Nan. 
“She is quite true to herself. That is her disposition. 
It wouldn’t be natural for her to try not to be affected. 
She was born with that disposition. Look at the 
idiotic grimaces that infants make when they try to 
show they are pleased. And Mrs. wouldn’t be 
herself at all if she wasn’t affected. She might as well 
try to leave off her affectations as her clothes. She 
couldn’t go about without any.” 

“She goes about with precious little,” said Mr. 
Tom, who strongly disapproved of scanty ball-dresses. 
And then he added, ‘‘ But that’s Nan all over. She’s 
always tor making the best of everything and every- 
body. It’s always the best possible world with her.’’ 

‘And isn’t that wise,” said Frank King, with a 
laugh,” considering it’s the only one we’ye got to live 
in at present?” 

Nan was very bright and cheerful during this dinner ; 


and Captain Frank King was most markedly attentive 


to her and interested in her talking. When Nan began 
to speak, he seemed to consider that the whole table 
ought to listen ; and his was the first look that approved, 
and the first laugh that followed. Then he discovered 
that she knew all sorts of out-of-the-way things that 
an ordinary young lady could by no possibility have 
been expected to know. It was more than ever clear to 
him that these solitary wanderings had taught her some- 
thing. Where had she acquired all this familiarity, 
for example, with details about his own profession—or 
what had been his profession ? 

They went on to talk of the jeers of cabmen at each 
other ; and how sharp some of them were. Then again 
they began to talk about other common sayings—the 
very origin of which had been forgotten ; and Frank 
King spoke of a taunt which was an infallible recipe for 
driving a bargee mad— Who choked the boy with 
duff 2?”,—though nobody, not the bargees themselves, 
now knew anything whatever about the tragic incident 
that must have h:ppened sometime and somewhere. 

“ Yes,” said Nan at once, “and there is another like 
that that the collier-boats can’t stand. If you call out 
to a collier, ‘ Zhere’s a rat in your chains,’ he’d drive 
his schooner ashore to get after you.” 

‘I suppose you have tried,’ said her mother, with 
calm dignity. 

“I believe Nan spends most of her time,” said the 
Beauty, ‘in making mud-pies with the boys in Shoreham 
Harbour.” 

‘*Never you mind, Nan,”’” her brother said to 
encourage her. ‘Next time we goto Newhaven, you’ll 
call out to the colliers, ‘ There’s a rat in your chains, 
and I'll stop behind a wall and watch them beating you.” 

All during that dinner Nan was both amused and 
amusing, until a trifling little incident occurred. She 


and Frank King on the other side of the table had’ 


almost monopolised the conversation, although quite 
unwittingly ; and everybody seemed to regard this as a 
matter of course. Now it happened that Madge, who 
sate next her betrothed, made some slight remark to 
him. Perhaps he did not hear. At all events, he did 
not answer, but addressed. Nan instead, with reference 
to something she had just been saying about life-boats. 
Instantly, a hurt expression came over Madge’s face ; 
and as instantly Nan saw it. From that moment she 
grew more reserved. She avoided addressing herself 
directly to Captain Frank King. She devoted herself 
chiefly to her mother; and when, at the end of dinner, 
they adjourned in a body to the billiard-room (with the 
happy indifference of youth) she followed Lady Beresford 
up to the drawing-room and would herself make tea 
for her. 

That night Madge came into Nan’s room. 

“Do you know, Nan,’ she said, quite plainly, “ that 
whenever you are in the room Frank pays no attention 
to anyone else ?”” 

*T thought he was doing his best to amuse every- 
body at dinner,” Nan said—though she did not raise 
her eyes. ‘‘ He told some very good stories.” 

“ Yes, to you,” mp i insisted. ‘Then she added, 
* You know I like it. I hope he will always be good 
friends with all the family; for you see, Nan, it will be 
lonely for me at Kingscourt for a while, and of course I 
should like to have somebody from Brighton always in 
the house. And I know he admires you very much. 
He’s always talking about your character ;» and your 
disposition ; and your temperament, as if he had been 
studying you like a doctor. I suppose I’ve got no 
character; or he would talk about that sometimes. I 
don’t understand it—that talking about something inside 
you, as if it was something separate from yourself; and 
calling it all kinds of sentiments anq virtues, as if it was 
clockwork you couldn’t see. I don’t see anything like 
that in you, Nan—except that you’re very kind, you 
know—but not so different from other people—as he 
seems to think.” 

“Tt doesn’t much matter what he thinks, does it?” 
suggested Nan, gently. 

“Oh, no, of course not,’ Madge said, promptly. 
“He said I was a very good skater, considering the 
horrid condition of the ice. ‘They have a large lake at 


Kingscourt.” Then, after a pause, “ Nan, where did 
you learn all that about the lighthouses and the birds 
at night?” f 

“Oh, that? Treally don’t know. What about it ?— 
it is of no consequence,”’ 

‘But it interests people.” 

“Tt ought not to interest you, or Captain King either. 
You will have to think of very different things at 
Kingscourt.”” 

“When you and Mr. Jacomb come to Kings ’—— 

“Madge,” said Nan, quickly, “you: must not say 
anything like that. I do not mean-to marry Mr. 
Jacomb, if that is what you mean.” 

“No? Honour bright?” 

“T shall not marry Mr. Jacomb; and I am not 
likely to marry any one,” she said, calmly. “ ‘There 
are other things one can give one’s life to, I suppose. 
It would be strange if there were not.” 

Madge thought for a second or two. 

“Oh, Nan,” she said, cheerfully, “it would be so 
nice to haye an old-maid sister at Kingscourt. She 
could do such a lot of things, and be so nice and helpful, 
without the fuss and pretension of a married woman. 
It would be really delightful to have you at Kingscourt !” 

“T hope, dear, you will be happy at Kingscourt,” 
said Nan, in a somewhat lower voice. 

“T shall never be quite happy until you come to 
stay there,’”’ said Madge, with decision. 

“You will have plenty of occupation,” said Nan, 
absently. ‘I haye been thinking if a war broke out I 
should like to go as one of the nurses; and of course 
that wants training beforehand. There must be an 
energy of some kind, I suppose. Now, good-night, 

ear.” 

*‘Good-night, Mother Nan. But we are not going 
to let you go away into wars. You are coming to 
Kingscourt. I know Frank will insist on it. And it 
would just be the very place for you ; you see you would 
be in nobody’s way; and you always were so fond of 
giving help Oh, Nan,’ her sister suddenly said, 
“what is the matter? You are crying! What is it, 
Nan?” 

Nan rose quickly. 

“Crying? No—no—neyer mind, 
tired rather—there—good-night.”’ 

She got her sister out of the room only in time. 
Her overstrained calmness had at length given way. 
She threw herself on the bed, and burst into a passion 
of weeping ; and thus she lay far into the night, stifling 
her sobs so that no one should hear. 


Madge—I am 


CHAPTER XX. 
THE SHADOW. 

The process of disenchantment is one of the saddest 
and one of the commonest things in life; whether 
the cause of it be the golden youth who, 
apparently a very Bayard before marriage, after 
marriage gradually reveals himself to be hopelessly 
selfish ; or develops a craving for brandy ; or becomes 
merely brutal and ill-tempered; or whether it is the 
creature of all angelic gifts and graces who, after her 
marriage, destroys the romance of domestic life by her 
slatternly ways; or sinks into the condition of a con- 
firmed sigher; or in time discovers to her husband 
that he has married, a woman comprising in herself, to 
use the American phrase, nine distinct sorts of a born 
fool. These discoveries are common in life; but they 
generally follow marriage, which gives ample oppor- 
tunities for study. Before marriage man and maid meet 
but at intervals ; and then both are alike on their best 
behaviour. The slattern is no slattern now; she is 
always dainty and nice and neat; the-golden- youth is 
generous to a fault, and noble in all his ways, and if 
either or both should be somewhat foolish, or even 
downright stupid, the lack of wisdom is concealed by a 
tender smile or a soft touch of the hand. It is the 
dream time of life; and it is not usual for one to awake 
until it is over. 

But it was different with Frank King. The conditions 
in which he was placed were altogether peculiar. He had 
made two gigantic mistakes—the first in imagining 
that any two human beings could be alike ; the second in 
imagining that, even if they were alike, he could 
transfer his affection from the one to the other—and he 
was now engaged in a hopeless and terrible struggle to 
convince himself that these were not mistakes. He 
would not see that Madge Beresford was very different 
from Nan. He was determined to find in her all he 
had hoped to find. He argued with himself that she 
was just like Nan, as Nan had been at herage. Madge 
was ‘so kind, and good, and nice: of course it would 
all come right in the end. 

At the same time, he never wished to be alone with 
Madge, as is the habit of lovers... Nor if he was sud- 
denly interested in anything did he naturally turn to 


her, and call her attention. On the other hand, the» 


little social circle did not seem complete when; Nan, 
with her grave humour, and her a smile, and her 
gentle, kindly ways, was absent. en she ¢amie into 
the room, then satisfaction and rest were in the very 
air. If there was a brighter green on the sea, where a 
gleam of wintry sunshine struck the roughened waters, 
whose eyes but Nan’s could see that properly? It was 
she whom he addressed on all oceasions ; perhaps un- 
wittingly. It seemed so easy to talk to Nan. For the 
rest, he shut his eyes to other considerations. From 
the strange fascination and delight that house in_ 
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Brunswick-terrace always had for him, he knew he must 
be in love with somebody there: and who could that be 
but Madge Beresford, seeing that he was engaged to 
her? 

Unhappily for poor Madge, Frank King was now 
called home by the old people at Kingscourt ; and fora 
time, at least, all correspondence between him and his 
betrothed would obviously have to be by letter. Madge 
was in great straits. A leok,a smile, a touch of the 
fingers may make up for lack of ideas; but letter- 
writing peremptorily demands them, of some kind. or 
another. As usual, Madge came to her elder sister. 

* Oh, Nan, I do so hate letter-writing. I promised 
to ‘write every morning. . I don’t know what in the 
world to say. It is such a nuisance.” 

Nan was silent; of late she had tried to withdraw 
as much as possible from these confidences of her 
sister’s ; but not very successfully. Madge clung to her. 
Lady Beresford would not be bothered. Edith was bu: y 
with her own affairs. But Nan—old Mother Nan—who 
had nothing to think of but other people, might as well 
begin and play the old maid at once, and give counsel 
in these distressing affairs. 

“I wish you would tell me what to say,” continued 
Madge, quite coolly. 


“I? Oh, I cannot,” said Nan, almost shuddering, 
and turning away. 

* But you know what interests him ; for he’s always 
talking to you,’ persisted Madge, good-naturedly. 
‘** Anybody but me would be jealous; but I’m not. The 
day before yesterday Mrs. went by; and I asked 
him to look at her hair, that everyone is raving about ; 
and he plainly told me that your hair was the prettiest 
he had ever seen. Now, I don’t call that polite. He 
might haye said ‘ except yours,’ if only for the look of 
the thing. But I don’t mind—not a bit. I’m very glad 
he likes you, Nan’”’ 

“Madge! Madge!” 

It was almost a ery, wrung from the heart. But 
in an instant she had controlled herself again. She 
turned to her sister, and said with great apparent 
calmness, 

“Surely, dear, you ought to know what to write. 
These are things that cannot be advised about. Letters 
of that kind are secret ”’ 

‘Oh, I don’t care about that. I think it is stupid,’ 
said Madge, at once. ‘There is no use having any 
pretence about it. And I don’t know in the world 
what to write about. Look—I have begun about the 
Kenyons’ invitation, and asked him whether he’d mind 
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my going. I like those little dances better than the big 
balls ” 

She held out the letter she had began. 
would not even look at it. 

“Tt isn’t usual, is it, Madge,” she said, hurriedly, 
“for a girl who is engaged to go out to a dance by 
herself ?”’ : 

* But we are all going!” 

** You know what I mean. 
should pay him not to go.” 

“Well,” said Madge, somewhat defiantly, “ I don’t 
know about that. One does as one is done by. And I 
don’t think he ’d care if I went and danced the whole 
night through—even with Jack Hanbury.” 

“Oh, how can you say such a thing !”’ said her sister, 
staring at her; for this was a new development alto- 
gether. 

But Madge was not to be put down. 

*¢Oh, Iam not such a fool. I can see well enough. 
There isn’t much romance about the whole affair; 
and that’s the short and the long of it. - Of course 
it’s a very good arrangement for both of us, I believe ; 
and that’s what they say nowadays—marriages are 
‘arranged.’ ” ; 

‘I don’t know what you mean, Madge! You never 
spoke like that before.” 

“Perhaps I was afraid of frightening you; for you 
have high and mighty notions of things, dear Nan, for 
all your mouse-like ways. But don’t I see very well 
that he is marrying to please his parents; and to settle 
down, and be the good boy of the family? That ’s the 
meaning of the whole thing” 

‘You don’t mean to say, Madge,” said the elder 
sister, though she hesitated, and seemed to have to force 
herself to ask the question, ‘* You don’t mean to say you 
think he does not—love you?” 

At this Madge flushed up a little, and said, 

“Oh, well, I suppose he does, in a kind of way, 
though he doesn’t take much trouble about saying it. 
It isn’t of much consequence ; we shall have plenty of 
time afterwards. Mind, if only Jack Hanbury could 
get invited by the Kenyons; and I were to dance two 
or three times with him; and Frank get to hear of it, 
I suppose there would be a noble rampage: then he 
might speak out a little more.” 

“Have you been dreaming, Madge?” said Nan, 
again staring at her sister. ‘“ What has put such 
monstrous things into your head? Mr. Hanbury—at 
the Kenyons’—and you would dance with him!” 

“Well, why fiot ?” said Madge, with a frown; for 
this difficulty about the letter-writing had clearly operated 
on her temper and made her impatient. “All the 
world isn't supposed to know about the Vice-Chan- 
cellor’s warning. Why shouldn’t he be invited by the 
Kenyons? And why should he know that I am going ? 
And why, if we both happen to be there, shouldn’t we 
dance together? Human beings are human beings, in 
spite of Vice-Chancellors.. They can’t lock up a man 
for dancing with you? At all events, they can’t lock 
me up, even if Jack is there.”’ 

* Madge, put these things out of your head. You 
won't go to the Kenyons’, for Captain King would not 
like it’? —— 

‘“T don’t think he’d take the trouble to object,’’ Madge 
interjected. 

“And Mr. Hanbury won't be there; and there 
will be no dancing; and no quarrel. If you wish to 
write to Captain King about what will interest him, 
write about what interests yourself. That he is sure to 
be interested in” 

* Well, but that is exactly what I can’t write to him 
about. I know what I am interested in well enough. 
Edith has just told me Mr. Roberts has been pressing 
her to fix a time for their marriage. She thinks the 
end of April; so that they could be back in London for 
the latter end of the season. » Now I think that would 
do very well for us too—and it is always nice for two 
sisters to get married on the same day—only Frank has 
never asked me a word about it, and how am I to write 
to him about it? So you see, wise Mother Nan, I can’t 
write to him about what interests me.” 

Nan had started somewhat when she heard this pro- 
posal ; it seemed strange to her. 

“April?” she said. ‘ You’ve known Captain King 
a very short time, Madge. You were not thinking of 
getting married in April next?” ° 

“Perhaps I’d better wait until I’m asked,” said 
Madge, with a laugh, as she turned to go away. “ Well, 
if you won't tell me what to write about, I must go and 
get this bothered letter done somehow. I do believe the 


But Nan 


’ 


It is a compliment you 


. best way will be to write about you; that will interest 


him, anyway.” 

Frank King remained ‘away for a few weeks; and 
during this time the first sympton's appeared of the 
coming spring. The days began to lengthen; there 
were crocuses in the gardens; there were reports of 
primroses and sweet violets in the woods about Horsham; 
in London Parliament was sitting, and in Brighton well- 
known faces were recognisable amongst the promenaders 
on the Saturday afternoons. Then Mr. Roberts, as 
Edith’s accepted suitor, received many invitations to the 
house in Brunswick ‘Terrace; and in return was most 
indefatigable in arranging riding-parties, driving-partics, 
walking-parties, with in each case a good hotel for 
luncheon as his objective point. Madge joined in these 
diversions -with great good will; and made them the 
excuse for the’ shortness of the letters addressed to 
Kingscourt.' Nan went also; she was glad to get into 
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The Curate proposing. 


* You see,” she said to her sister on one occasion 
“if you and Edith get married on the same day, I 
must remain and take care of mamma. She must not 


Z the country on any pretence; and she seemed merry 
enough. When Mr. Roberts drove along the King’s- 
road with these three comely damsels under his escort, 
he was a proud man; and he may haye comforted be left quite alone.” 
himself with the question, that as beer sometimes led *“ Oh, as for that,’ said Madge, “ Mrs: Arthurs 
to a baronetey, why shouldn’t soda-water ? does better than the whole of us; and I’m not going 
Strangely enough, Nan had entirely ceased making to have you made a prisoner of. I’m going to have 
inquiries about sisterhoods and institutions for the a room at Kingscourt called ‘ Nan’s room,’ and it 
training of nurses. She seemed quite reconciled to shall have no other name as long as I am there. 
the situation of things as they were. She did not Then we shall have a proper house in London 
cease her long absences from the house; but every. by-and-by; and of course you ‘ll come up for the 
one knew that on these occasions she was off on one season, and see all the gaicties. I think we ought to 
of her solitary wanderings; and she came home in haye one of the red houses just by Prince’s: that 
the eyening apparently more contented than ever. would be handy for everything ; and you might come 
She had eyen brought herself to speak of Madge’s up, Nan, and help me to buy things for it. And you 
married life, which at first she would not do. shall have a room there too, you shall: and you 
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may decorate it and furnish it just as you like. I 
know quite well what you would like—the room small; 
the woodwork all bluey-white; plenty of Venetian 
embroidery flung about; all the fire-place brass ; some 
of those green Persian plates over the mantelpiece ; 
about thirteen thousand Chinese fans arranged like 
fireworks on the walls; a fearful quantity of books and 
a low easy-chair ; red candles ; and in the middle of the 
whole thing a nasty, dirty, little beggar-girl to feed and 
pet” 
: “T think, Madge,’ her sister said, gravely, ‘“ that 
you should not set your heart on a town-house at all. 
Remember, old Mr. King is giving his son Kingscourt at a 
great sacrifice. As I understand it, it will be a long time 
before the family estate is what it has been; and you 
would be very ungrateful if you were extravagant” 

“Oh, I don’t see that,” said Madge. “ They are con- 
ferring no favour on me. I don’t see why I should 
economise. I am marrying for fun, not for love.” 

She blurted out this inadvertently—to Nan’s amaze- 
ment and horror—but instantly retracted it, with the 
blood rushing to her temples. 

‘Of course I don’t mean that, Nan—how could I 
have been so stupid! I don’t mean that—exactly. What 
I mean is that it doesn’t seem to me as if it was sup- 
posed to be avery fearfully romantic match, and all 
that kind of thing. It’s a very good arrangement ; 
but it isn’t I who ought to be expected to make 
sacrifices ”” 

“ But surely youn husband’s interests will be yours!” 
exclaimed Nan. 

“Oh, yes, certainly,’ her sister said, somewhat 
indifferently. ‘* No doubt that’s true, ina way. Quite 
true, in a kind of way. Still, there are limits; and I 
should not like to be buried alive for ever in the 
country.”’ 

Then she sighed. 

“Poor Jack! ’ she said. 

She went to the window. ’ 

“When I marry, I know at least one who will be 
sorry. I can fancy him walking up and down there— 
looking at the house as he used to do; and, oh! so 
grateful if only you went to the window for a moment. 
He will see it in the papers, I suppose.”’ 

She turned to her sister, and said, triumphantly, 

“ Well, the Vice-Chancellor was done that time !”’ 

* What time ?” 

‘“ Valentine’s morning. You can send flowers with- 
out any kind of writing to be traced. Do you think I 
don’t know who sent me the flowers ?”’ 


“At all eyents, you should not be proud of it. You 
should be sorry. It is a very great pity ” 
“Yes, that ’s what I think,” said Madge. ‘How can 


I help pitying him? It wouldn’t be natural not to pity 
him, Vice-Chancellor or no Vice-Chancellor. I hate 
that man.”’ 

‘“T say it is a great pity that Mr. Hanbury does not 
accept his dismissal as inevitable; and as for you, 
Madge, you ought not even to think of him. Captain 
King sent you that beautiful card-case on Valentine’s 
morning ; that is what you should remember.” ~ 

‘Captain King could send me a white elephant if 
he chose,” said Madge, spitefully. ‘ There ’s no danger 
to him inanything hedoes. It’s different with poor Jack.” 

Madge,” said her sister, seriously, ‘do you know 
that you are talking as if you looked forward to this 
marriage with regret ?” 

“Oh, no, [don’t—I’m not such a fool,” said Madge, 
plainly. “I know it’s stupid to think about Jack 
Hanbury ; but still, one has got a little feeling.” 

Then she laughed. 

‘I will tell you another secret, Nan. If he daren’t 
write to me, he can send me things. Hesent me a 
book—a novel—and I know he meant me to think the 
hero himself. For he was disappointed in love, too; 
and wrote beautifully about his sufferings; and at last 
the poor fellow blew his brains out.” 

“‘ Well, Mr. Hanbury couldn’t do that, at all events— 
for reasons,’’ Nan said. 

** Now, that is a very bad joke,’ said Madge, in a 
sudden outburst of temper, “an old, stupid, bad joke, 
that has been made a hundred times. I’m ashamed of 
you, Nan. Theysay you haye a great sense of humour; 
that’s when you say things they can’t understand; and 
they pretend to have a great sense of humour too. But 
where ’s the humour in that ?” 

“ But Madge, dear,” said Nan, gently; “I didn’t 
mean to say anything against Mr. Hanbury” 

“In any case, there is one in this house who does 
not despise Mr. Hanbury for being poor,” said Madge, 
hotly. “It isn’t his fault that his papa and mamma 
haven’t given him money and sent him out into the 
world to buy a wife !” 

And therewith she quickly went to the door and 
opened it, and went out and shut it again with some- 
thing very closely resembling a slam. 


CHAPTER XXI. 
DANGER AHEAD. 


Nan waited the return of Frank King with the deepest 
anxiety. She would see nothing in these wild words 
of Madge’s but an‘ebullution of temper. She could not 
bring herself to believe that her own sister—a girl with 
everything around her she could desire in the world— 
would deliberately enter upon one of those hateful 
marriages of convenience. It was true, Nan had to 


confess to herself, that Madge was not very impres- 
sionable. There was no great depth in her nature. Then 
she was a trifle vain; and liked admiration; and she 
was evidently pleased to have a handsome and certainly 
eligible suitor. But no—it was impossible that she had 
really meant what she said. When Captain King came 
back, then the true state of affairs would be seen. 
Madge was not going to marry for money or position— 
or even out of spite. 

And when Frank King did come back, matters 
looked very well at first. Madge received him in a yery 
nice, friendly fashion, and was pleased by certain 
messages from the old folks at Kingscourt. Nan’s fears 
began to fade away. Nothing more was heard of Jack 
Hanbury. So far as Madge was concerned everything 
seemed right. 

But Nan, who was very anxious, and on that account 
unusually sensitive, seemed to detect so ing strange 
in Frank King’s manner. He had nothing of the gay 
audacity of an accepted suitor. When he paid Madge 
any little attention, it appeared almost an effort. He 
was preoccupied and thoughtful; sometimes, after 
regarding Madge in silence, he would apparently wake 
up to the consciousness that he ought to be more 
attentive to her; but there did not seem to be much 
joyousness in their relationship. When these two 
happened to be together—during the morning stroll 
down the Pier, or on the way home from church, or 
seated at a concert—they did not seem to have many 
things to speak about. Frank King grew more and more 
grave ; and Nan saw it; and wondered; and quite failed 
to guess at the reason. 

The fact was that he had now discovered what a 
terrible mistake he had made. He could blind himself 
no longer. Madge was not Nan; nor anything 
approaching to Nan; they were as different as day and 
night. Face to face with this discovery, he asked him- 
self what he ought to do. Clearly, if he had made a 
mistake, it was his first duty that no one else should 
suffer by it. Because he was disappointed in not 
finding in Madge certain qualities and characteristics 
he had expected to find, he was not going to withdraw 
from an engagement he had voluntarily entered into. It 
was not Madge’s fault. If the prospect of this marriage 
pleased her, he was bound to fulfil his promise. After 
all, Madge had her own qualities. Might they not 
wear as well through the rough work of the world, even 
if they had not for him the fascination he had hoped 
for? In any case, the disappointment should be his, 
not hers. She should not suffer any slight. And then 
he would make another desperate resolve to be very 
affectionate and attentive to her; resolves which usually 
ended in his carrying to her some little present of 
flowers, or something like that, having presented which, 
he would turn and talk to Nan. 

“IT say, Beresford,” he suddenly observed, one night 
at dinner, “I have an invitation to go salmon-fishing in 
Treland. Will you come?” 

“Well, but” Madge interposed, with an 
injured air, as if she ought to have been consulted first. 

“I should like it tremendously!” said Mr. Tom, 
with a rush. 

‘I am told the scenery in the neighbourhood is very 
fine,” continued Captain King; ‘‘at all events we are 
sure to think so half a dozen years hence. That is one 
of the grand points about one’s memory ; you forget all 
the trivial details, and discomforts, and only remember 
the best.” 

He quite naturally turned to Nan. 

**T am sure, Miss Nan,” he said, “ you have quite a 
series of beautiful little pictures in your mind about 
that Spliigen excursion. Don’t you remember the drive 


along the Via Mala, in the shut-up carriage—the dark- 


ness outside—and the swish of the rain”’ 

“Well,” said Madge, somewhat spitefully, ‘ con- 
sidering you were in a closed carriage and driving 
through darkness, I don’t see much of a beautiful 
picture to remember !”’ 

‘He did not seem to heed. It was Nan he was 
addressing ; and there was a pleased light in her eyes. 
Reminiscences are to some people very delightful things. 

“And you recollect the crowded saloon in the 
Spligen inn, and the snug little corner we got near the 
stove; and the little table... That’s where you dis- 
covered the use of stupid people at dinner-parties ”——- 

“What’s that ?’’ Mr. ‘Tom demanded to knew. 

“It’s asecret,” Captain King answered, with a laugh. 
“And I think you were rather down-hearted next 
morning—until we began to get up through the clouds. 
That is a picture to remember at all events—a Christmas 


picture in summer time. Do you remember how green ~ 


the pines looked above the snow? And how blue the 
sky was when the mist got driven over? And how 
business-like you looked in your ulster—buttoned up to 
the chin for resolute Alpine work. I fancy I can hear 
now the very chirp of your boots on the wet snow—it 
was very silent away up there.” 

“T know,” said Nan, somewhat shamefacedly, “ that 
when I saw ‘ Ristoratore’ stuck up on the house near 
the top, I thought it was a place for restoring people 
found in the snow, until I beard the driver an out 
* Du, hole Schnapps.’”’ 

‘“*Wasn’t that a wild whirl down the other side!” 
he continued, delightedly. ‘ But you should have come 
into the Customs-house with me when I went to declare 
my cigars. You see, it wouldn’t do for me, who might 
one day get a coastguard appointment, to try on any 
smuggling. But I did remonstrate. I said I had 


already paid at Paris and at Basel; and that it was hard . 
to have to pay three import dues on my cigars. Well, | 
they were very civil. They said they couldn’t help, it. ‘: 
‘Why not buy your cigars in the country where you 
smoke them?’ asked an old gentleman in spectacles. 
‘Because, Monsieur,’ I answered him, with the usual 
cheek of the English, ‘I prefer to smoke cigars made of 
tobacco.’ But he was quite polite. After charging me 
eighteen francs, he bowed me out, and said ‘a rivederla;‘ 
to which I responded ‘ Oh, no, thank you;’ and then I 
found you and your sisters all laughing at me, as if I 
had been before a police-magistrate to be admonished.” 

“You don’t forget all the disagreeable details, 
then ?”’ said Nan, with a smile. 

But the smile vanished from her face when he began 
to talk about Bellagio. He did so without any coyert 
intention. It was always a joy to him to think or talk 
about the time that he and the three sisters spent 
together far away there in the south. And it was only 
about the Serenata and the procession of illuminated 
boats that he was thinking at this moment. 

““I supposc they will sooner or later have all our 
ships and steamers lit with the electric light; and 
everything will be ghastly white and ghastly black. 
But do you remember how soft and beautiful the masses 
of yellow stars were when the boats came along the lake 
in the darkness? It was indeed a lovely night. And 
I think we had the best of it—sitting there in the 
garden. I know I for one didn’t miss the music a bit. 
And then it was still more lovely when the moon rose ; 
and you could see the water, and the mountains on the 
other side, and even the houses by the shore. I re- 
member there was a bush somewhere near us that scented 
all the air”’ 

Madge had been regarding her sister closely. 

“It must have been a magical night,” she said 
quickly, “for Nan’s face has got quite white just 
thinking of it.’’ 

He started. A quick glance at the girl beside him 
showed him that she was indeed pale; her eyes cast 
down; her hand trembling. Instantly he said, in a 
confused hurry, 

“You see, Miss Anne, there was some delay about 
the concert. One steamer did really come back to 
Bellagio. We had our serenade all the same—that is to 
say, any who were awake. You see, they did not intend 
to swindle you” 

“Oh, no! Oh, no!” said Nan; and then, conscious 
that Madge was still regarding her, she added with a 
desperate effort at composure, 

“We heard some pretty music on the water at 
Venice. Edith picked up some of the airs. She will 
play them to you after dinner.’ 

That same night, as usual, Madge came into Nan’s 
room, just before going off. 

Nan,” she said, looking straight at her, “ what was it 
upset you about Frank’s reminding you of Bellagio?” 

‘ Bellagio?” repeated Nan, with an effort to appear 
unconscious, but with her eyes turned away. 

“Yes ; you know very well.’’ 

“I know that I was thinking of something quite 
different from anything that Captain King was saying,” 
Nan said, at length. ** And—andit is of no consequence 
to you, Madge, believe me.” 

Madge regarded her suspiciously for a second, and 
then said, with an air of triumph, 

“ At all events, he isn’t going to Irejand.”’ 

‘Oh, indeed,” Nan answered, gently. “ Weil, I’m 
glad; I suppose you prefer his not going?” 

“Tt nearly came to a quarrel, I know,” said Madge, 
frankly. ‘I thought it just a bit too cool. At all 
events, he ought to pretend to care a little for me.” 

“ Oh, Madge, how can you say such things? Care 
for you—and he has asked you to be his wife! Could 
he care for you more than that ?” 

‘He has never even thanked me for not going to the 
Kenyons’ ball,” said Madge, who appeared to imagine 
that Nan was responsible for everything Captain King 
did or did not do. ie 

“Surely he would take it for granted you would not 


go!” remonstrated the elder sister. 


“But he takes everything for granted. And he 
scarcely ever thinks it worth while to speak to me. And 
I know it will be a regular bore when we go to Kings- 
court, with the old people still there, and me not mistress 
at all; and what am I to do?” 

She poured out this string of wild complaints rapidly 
and angrily. 7 

“Good-night, Madge,” said Nan; “I am rather 
tired to-night.” 

‘““Good-night. But'I can tell you if he hadn’t given 
up Ireland, there would have been a row.” 

It was altogether a strange condition of affairs ; and 
next day it was apparently made worse. There had 
been a’ stiffish gale blowing all night from the south ; 
and in the morning, though the sky was cloudless, 
there was a heavy sea running, so that from the windows 
they saw white masses of foam springing into the air— 
hurled back by the sea-wall at the end of Medina Terrace. 
When Captain King came along Mr. ‘Tom at once pro- 
posed they should all of them take a stroll as far as the 
Terrace; for now the tide was full up; and the foam 
was springing into the blue sky to a most unusual height. 
And, indeed, when they arrived they found a pretty big 
crowd collected; a good many of whom had obviously 
been caught unawares by the shifting and swirling 
masses of spray. It was a curious sight, First the 
great wave came rolling on with but little beyond an 
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ominous hissing noise; then there was a heavy shock 
that made the earth tremble, and at the same moment a 
roar as of thunder; then into the clear sky rose a huge 
wall of grey, illuminated by the sunlight, and showing 
clearly and blackly the big ‘stones and’ smaller shingle 
that had been caught and whirled up in the seething 
mass. Occasionally a plank of drift timber was similarly 
whirled up—some thirty or forty feet; disappearing 
altogether again as it fell crashing into the roar of the 
retreating waye. It was a spectacle, moreover, that 
changed every few seconds, as the heavy volumes of the 
sea hit the breakwater at different angles. The air was 
thick with the salt spray; and hot with the sunlight— 
even on this March morning. 

Then it became time for Mr. Tom and Captain Frank 
to go and witness a challenge game of rackets that had 
been much talked of; and the girls walked back with 
them as far as Brunswick-terrace, Madge being with 
Frank King. 

‘Why is it one never sees Mr. Jacomb now?” he 
asked of his companion. 

‘I saw him only the other day,” she said, evasively. 

‘‘ But he does not come to the house, does he?” 

‘“‘N—no,” said Madge. 

“ Has he left Brighton ?”’ 

“Oh no,” answered Madge, and she drew his atten- 
tion to a brig that was making up Channel under yery 
scant sail indeed. 

“I dare say he has a good deal of work to do,” said 
Frank King, absently. “When are they going to be 
married ?” 

Madge saw that the revelation could be put off no 
longer. 

“Oh, but they are not going to be married. Nan 
isn’t going to be married at all.” 

He stared at her, as if he had scarcely heard her 
aright ; and then he said, slowly— 

“Nan isn’t going to be married? 
never told me before? ”’ 

“Oh, it is a private family matter,” said Madge, 
petulantly, “It is not to be talked about. Besides, 
how could I know it would interest you?” 

He remained perfectly silent and thoughtful. They 
walked along. Madge began to think she had been too 
ungracious. 

“I suppose she tried to bring herself to it, for a 
time,” she said, more gently. “She has wonderful 
ideas, Nan has; and I suppose she thought she could 
do a deal of good as a clergyman’s wife. For my part, 
Idon’t see what she could do more than she does at present. 
It’s just what she’s fitfor. Poor people don’t resent her 
going into their houses as they would if it was you or I. 
She manages it somehow. That’s how she gets to know 
all about out-of-the-way sort of things; she’s practical ; 
and people think it strange that a young lady like her 
should know the ways and habits of common people ; 
and that’s why she interests them when she talks. 
There’s nothing wonderful in it. Anybody can find out 
what the profit is on selling oranges, if you like to go 
and talk to a hideous old wretch who is smelling of gin. 
But I don’t say anything against Nan. It’s her way. 


Why have you 


It’s what she was intended for by Providence, I do’ 


believe. But she was sold that time she wanted to get 
up a little committee to send a constant supply of books 
and magazines to the lighthouses—circulating, you 
know. She wrote to Sir George about it; and found 
the Admiralty did that already.” 

There was a strange, hopeless, tired look on this 
man’s face. He did not seem to hear her. He appeared 
to know nothing of what was going on around him. 

When they reached the door of the house, he said, 

“ Good-by !” 

‘* Good-by ?”” she repeated, inquiringly. “I thought 
. We were all going to see the Exhibition of Paintings 
this afternoon.” 

“I think I must go up to London for a few days,” 
he said, with some hesitation. “'There—is some 
business ’”——= _ ; 

She said no more; but turned and went indoors, 
without a word. He bade good-by to Edith and to 
Nan—not looking into Nan’s face at all. Then he left 
with the brother; and Mr. Tom was silent; for his 
friend King seemed much disturbed about something, 
and he did not wish to worry him. 

As for Madge, she chose to work herself into a pretty 
passion, though she said nothing. That she should have 
been boasting of her triumph in inducing, or forcing, him 
to give up that visit to Ireland only to find him going 
off to London without warning or explanation was alto- 
gether insufferable. She was gloomy and morose all the 
afternoon ; would not go to see the pictures ; refused to 
come in and speak to certain callers; and at dinner 
made a little show of sarcasm that did not hurt anybody 
very much, 

The evening brought her a letter. 

“Dear Madge,—I thought you looked angry when 
you went indoors this morning. Don’t quarrel about 
such a trifle as my going to London. I shall be back in 
two or three days; and hope to bring with me the big 
photograph of Kingscourt, if they have got any copies 
printed yet. Your Frank.” 

“From whom is your letter, Madge?” Lady 
Beresford said, incidentally. 

“From Frank, mamma,” said the young lady, as 
she quietly and determinedly walked across the room 
and—thrust it into the fire ! 

That same night Miss Madge also wrote a note ; but 
the odd thing was that the writing of both note and 


Thus it ran :— 


address was in a disguised hand. And when, some 
little time thereafter, the others were in the billiard- 
room, it was Madge herself who slipped out from the 
house and went and dropped that missive into the 
nearest pillar letter-box. 


CHAPTER XXII. 
A CATASTROPHE. 

However, Madge’s ill-temper was never of long 
duration ; and at this particular time, instead of sink- 
ing further into sulks over the absence of her lover, she 
grew day by day more joyous and generous and affec- 
tionate. The change was most marked ; and Nan, who 
was her sister’s chief confidant, could not make it out 
at all. Her gaiety became almost hysterical; and her 
kindness to everybody in the house ran to extravagance. 
She bought trinkets for the servants. She presented 
Mr. Tom with a boot-jack mounted in silver; and he 
was pleased to say that it was the first sensible present 
he had ever known a girl make. But it was towards 
Nan that she was most particularly affectionate and 
caressing. : 

“You know I’m not clever, Nan,’ she said, in a 
burst of confidence, “and I haven’t got clock-works in 
my brain, and I dare say I’m not interesting—to every- 
body. But I know girls who are stupider than I am 
who are made plenty of. And of course, if you don’t 
have any romance when you’re young, when are you 
likely to get it after?” 

“But I don’t know what you mean, Madge!”’ Nan 
exclaimed. 

Nor did Madge explain at the moment. 
tinued, 

“I believe it was you, Nan, who told me of the 
young lady who remarked, ‘ What’s the use of tempt- 
ation if you don’t yield to it.’” 

“That was only a joke,” said Nan, with her demure 
smile. 

“Oh, I think there’s sense in it,” said the practical 
Madge. “It doesn’t do to be too wise when you’re 

oung.”’ 

‘Tt so seldom happens, Madge !”’ said her sister. 

_ “There you are again, old Mother Hubbard, with 
your preaching! But I’m not going to quarrel with 
you this time. I want your advice. I want you to tell 
me what little thing I should buy for Frank, just to be 
friends all round, don’t you know ?” 

“Friends? Yes, I hope so!” said Nan, with a 
grave smile. ‘“ But how can I tell you, Madge? I don’t 
know, as you ought to know, what Captain King has in 
the way of cigar-cases or such things” 

“ But call him Frank, Nan! Do, to please me. And 
I know he would like it.” 

‘Some time I may,’ said Nan, evasiyely. 
wards, perhaps.” z 

“When you come to Kingscourt,” said Madge, with 
a curious kind of laugh, 

- Nan was silent, and turned away; she never 
seemed to wish to speak of Kingscourt or her going 
there. 

Frank King’s stay in London was prolonged for 
some reason or other; at length he announced his 
intention of returning to Brighton on a particular 
Thursday. On the Tuesday night Nan and Madge 
arranged tlat they would get fresh flowers the next day 
for the deccration of the rooms. 

* And this is what I will do for you, Madge, as it is a 
special occasion,’ remarked Miss Anne, with grave 
patronage. “If you wil! get up early to-morrow, I will 
take you to a place, not more than four miles off, where 
you will find any quantity of hart’s- fern. It 
1s a deep ditch, I suppose a quarter of a mile long, and 
the banks are covered. Of course I don’t want anyone 
to know, for it is so near Brighton it would be harried 
for the shops; but I will show you the place, as you 
will soon be going away now; and we can take a 
basket.” : 

“ But how did you find it out, Nan?” 

* Some one showed it to me.” 

“The singing-woman, I suppose ?” F 

SYes. ink of that. I believe ofe ld get 
twopence a root; and she might fill there. 
But she won’t touch one.” We ees 

“No,” said Edith, with a superior smile. ‘She 
leaves that for young ladies who could yery well affor 


to go to a florist’s.” 
,” said Nan, meekly. 


She con- 


* A fter- 


“What I shall take won’t h 
So, next morning, Nan got up about eight; dressed, 


‘and was ready to start. That is to say, she never 


arranged her programme for the day with the slightest 
respect to meals. So long as she could get an apple and 
a piece of bread to put in her pocket, she felt provided 
against everything. : 
go along to Madge’s room, and see if that young lady 
had ideas about breakfast. 

Madge’s room was empty; and Nan thought it 
strange she should have gone down stairs without 
knocking at her door in passing. But when Nan also 
went below, she found that Madge had left the house 
before anyone was up. She could not understand it at all. 

Mr. Tom came down. 

“Oh,” said he, indifferently, “she wants to be 
mighty clever and find out those ferns for herself.” 

“But I did not tell her where they were. I only said 
they were on the road to” said Nan, naming the 
place: the writer has reasons of his own for not being 
more explicit. : 


However, she thought she would » 


ooo 


“* All the cleyerer if she can find out. The cheek of 
the young party is pyramidal,” said Mr. Tom, as he 
rang for breakfast. 

But at lunch, also, Madge had not turned up. 

“It is very extraordinary,” said Lady Beresford, 
though she was too languid to be deeply concerned r 

*Oh, no, it isn’t, mother,’ said Mr. Tom. “It “ 
all Nan’s fault. Nan has: infected her. The Baby, 
youll see, has taken to tramping about the country 
with gypsies; and prowling about farmers’ kitchens ; 
and catching leverets, and stuff. We lives on the 
simple fruits of the earth, my dears; we eats of the root, 
and we drinks of the spring; but that doesn’t prevent 
us having a whacking appetite somewhere about seven 
forty-five. Edith, my love, pass me the cayenne- 
pepper.” i 

“Boys shouldn’t use cayenne-pepper,”’ said Nan. 

“And babies should speak only when they ’re spoken 
to,” he observed. ‘‘ Mother, dear, I have arrived at the 
opinion that Madge has run away with young Hanbury. 
T am certain of it. The young gentleman is fool enough 
for anything’? —— 

“You always were spiteful against Mr. Hanbury,” 
said Edith, ‘ because his feet are smaller than yours.” 

““ My love,” retorted Mr. Tom, with imperturbable 
good-nature, “his feet may be small. It is in his 
stupidity that he is really great. Jack Hanbury can 
only be described in the words of the American poet : 
he is a commodious ass.” 

Now this conjecture of Mr. Tom’s about the cause of 
Madge’s disappearance was only a piece of gay 
facetiousness. It never did really occur to him that 
any one—that any creature with a head capable of 
bemg broken—would have the wild audacity to run 
away with one of his sisters, while he, Mr. Tom 
Beresford, was to the fore. But that afternoon post 
brought Nan a letter. She was amazed to see by the 
handwriting that it was from Madge; she was still 
more alarmed when she read these words, scrawled with 
a trembling hand, and in pencil : 


“Dearest, dearest Nan, don’t be angry. By the 
time you get this Jack and I will be married. It ‘is all 
for the best, dear Nan ; and you will pacify them; and 
it is no use following us; for we shall be in France, 
until it is all smoothed down. Nota single bridesmaid— 
we daren’t—but what wouldn’t I do for Jack’s sake? It 
is time I did something to make up forall he has suffered— 
he was looking so ill—in another month he would have 
died. He worships me. You never saw anything 
like it. Jack has just come back; so good-by; from 
your loving, loving sister, Marcarer Hansury.—Do 
you know who that is, Nan ?”’ 


Nan, not a little frightened, took the letter to her 
brother, and gave it him without a word. But Mr. 
Tom’s rage was at once prompt and yoluble. ‘That 
she should have disgraced the family—for, of course, 
the whole thing would be in the papers! That she 
should have cheated and jilted his most particular friend ! 
But as for this fellow Hanbury: 

“T said it all along. I told you what would come 
of it! I knew that fellow was haunting her like a 
shadow. Well, we’ll see how a shadow likes being 
locked up on bread and water. Oh, it’s no use your 
protesting, Nan; I will let the law take its course. 
We’ll see how he likes that. ‘Stone walls do. not\a 
prison make ’—that’s what love-sick fellows say, don’t 
they? Wait a bit. Mr. Jack Hanbury will find that 
stone walls make a yery good imitation of a prison, at 
all events ”— 

“ But, Tom—dear Tom,”’ Nan pleaded, “ it is no use 
making matters worse. Let us try to make them better. 
If Madge is married, it can’t be helped now. We must 
make the best of it’”—— 

He paid no attention to her; he was still staring at 
the ill-written letter. 

“That ’s all gammon about their going to France. 
He hasn’t money for travelling. She spent all hers in 
nick-nacks—to propitiate people, the sneak! They ’re in 
London.” 

He looked at his wateh. 

“T can just catch the 6,45 express. Nan, you go 
and tell the others; they needn’t squawk about it all 
over Brighton.” 

“What are you going to do, Tom ?”’ said his sister, 
breathlessly. 

* Find out where they are first. Then Colonel 
Fitzgerald and Mr. Mason must take it up. Then Mr. 
Jack Hanbury will suddenly find himself inside Millbank 

vison.” 
‘ She caught him by the hand. 

“Tom, is it wise ?”’ she pleaded again. “They are 
married. What is the use of reyenge? You don’t 
want to make your own sister miserable ’??—— 

“She has brought it on herself,” he said, roughly. 

“Then that is what I am to think of you,’ she said, 
regarding him, “ that some day I may hear you talk in 
that way about me?” 

He never could resist the appeal of Nan’s clear, 
faithful eyes. 

“You wouldn’t be such a fool,’ he said. “ And 
they won’t touch Madge. It’s only that fellow theyll 
go for—the mean hound, to marry a girl for her 

» 


7 f n 9” 
x do you know it was for her money, Tom 
“T am certain they were fond of each 


] y 
Tdon’t want, to. miss my train,” said he. “ You 


‘ EE , 


HOLIDAY NUMBER OF THE ILLUSTRATED LONDON NEWS, 1881.— 40 


ENGRAVED BY W. J, PALMER. 


HOLIDAY NUMBER OF THE ILLUSTRATED LONDON NEWS, 1881.— 41 - 


ENGRAVED BY BR, AND E, TAYLOR. 


HOLIDAY NUMBER OF THE ILLUSTRATED LONDON NEWS, 1881.— 42 ; 


go-and.tell the maternal I’m-off to London, _ I suppose 
you'‘don’t know the address of Hanbury’s father?” 

¢ No,:I don’t.” 

“Well,‘I’m off. Ta,:ta!” ‘ 

So the irate Mr. Tom departed... But in the com- 
parative silence of the Pullman car the fury of histrage 
began to abate; and it dawned upon him that, after all, 
Nan’s counsel might have something in it. No doubt 
these two young fools—as he mentally termed them— 
were married by this time. He still clung to the idea 
that Jack Hanbury deserved punishment—a__horse- 
whipping or something of the kind; but Madge was 
Madge. She was silly ; and she had“ got into a hole; ” 
still, she was Madge. She might be let off with a 
serious lecture on her folly and on her disregard of 
what she owed to the other members of the family. 
Only, the first thing was to find out their whereabouts. 

On arriving in London, he drove to his club, and 
after some little searching discovered that Mr. Gregory 
Hanbury’s address was Adelphi-terrace, whither he at 
once repaired. Mr. Hanbury was at dinner. He sent 
up his card nevertheless, and asked to be allowed to see 
Mr. Hanbury on particular business. The answer was 
a request that he would step up stairs into the’ dining- 
room. 

He found that occupied by two gentlemen who were 
dining together at the upper end of a large table. One 
came forward to meet him. He took it for granted this 
was Mr. Hanbury—a slight, short man, with black hair 
and eyes, and a very stiff white cravat. 

‘“‘ Mr. Beresford,” said he, ‘I can guess what has 
brought you here. Let me introduce you to my brother— 
Major Hanbury. It is an unfortunate business.” 

The other gentleman—also slight and short, but 
with a sun-browned, dried-up face, and big grey mous- 
tache—bowed and resumed his seat. 

** You know, then, that your son hasrun away with 
my sister,” said Mr. Tom, somewhat hotly—though he 
had determined to keep his temper. ‘* Perhaps you know 
also where they are?” 

‘No further,” said the black-haired gentleman, with 
perfect calmness, ‘than that I believe them to be in 
London. It is only about a couple of hours since I heard 
of the whole affair. I immediately sent for my brother. 
It is a most distressing business altogether. Of course 
you are chiefly concerned for your sister; but my son is 
in a far more serious position.” 

“Yes, I should think so!” 
“T should think he was! 
they are?” 

» “No; I only know they are in London. I received 
a letter from my son this afternoon, asking me to inter- 
cede for him with the Court of Chancery ; and it is from 
this letter that I learn how serious his position is—more 
serious than he seems to imagine. He appears to think 
that, now the marriage has taken place, the Vice- 
Chancellor will condone everything”’ 

“ He won’t: I will take good care that he shan’t! ” 
Mr. Tom said. 

“« My dear Sir, I am sorry to say that my son is in a 
very awkward situation, even although no personal 
vindictiveness be shown towards him. Your sister is 
not of age, I believe?” 

“Of course not. She’s just turned eighteen.” 

‘““Ah. Then, you see, Jack had to declare that she 
was of age. And he appears to have stated that he had 
resided three weeks in the parish, whereas he only 
came up from Brighton yesterday morning. And, again, 
marrying in the direct teeth of an order of the Court— 
I am afraid, Sir, that he is in a bad enough predica- 
ment without any personal vengeance being shown him.” 

This seemed to strike Mr. Tom. 

“I don’t hit a man when he’s down. I will let the 
law take it’s course, I shan’t interfere.’’ 

‘“* Don’t you think, Sir,”’ said this man with the calm 
black eyes and the quiet manner, “that it might be wiser, 
m the interests of your sister, if you were to help us to 
arrange some amicable settlement which we could put 
before the Court? I believe the guardians of the young 
lady were very much misinformed about my son’s 
character and his intentions with regard to her. Iam 
certain that it was not her fortune that attracted him, 
or that could have led him into the perilous position he 
now occupies. Now, if we could go before the Vice- 
Chancellor, and say, * The marriage is not so unsuitable, 
after all. The young man comes ofa highly respectable 
family His relations (that is, my brother and myself, 
Sir) are willing to place a substantial sum at his disposal 
for investment in a sound business—indeed, there is a 
brewery at Southampton that my brother has just been 
speaking of” 

* A brewery!” exclaimed Mr. Tom ; but he instantly 
recollected that beer was as good as soda-water from a 
social point of view. 

“ And if we could say to the Vice-Chancellor that 
the friends of the young lady were willing to condone 
his offence—always providing, of course, and naturally, 
that your sister’s fortune should be strictly settled u 
herself—then, perhaps, he might be let off with a humble 
apology to the Court; and the young people be left to 
their own happiness. My dear Sir, we lawyers see so 
much of the inevitable hardship of human life that when 
a chance occurs of friendly compromise ” 

* That’s all very well,” blurted out Mr. Tom. “But 
I call it very mean and shabby of him to inveigle my 
sister away like that. She was engaged to be married 
io an old friend of mine; a much better fellow, I’ll be 
bound! I call it very shabby.” 


exclaimed Mr. Tom. 
But you don’t know where 


“* My dear Sir,” said the lawyer, placidly, ‘I do not 
seek for a moment to excuse my son’s conduct, except 
to remind you that at a certain period of life romance 
counts for something.- I believe many young ladies are 
like the young lady in the play—I really forget what 
her name was—who was disappointed to find, that she 
was not to be run away with. However, that is a 
different matter. I put it to you whether it would not 
be better for everyone concerned if we were to try to 
arrive at an amicable arrangement, and give the young 
people a fair start in life.” 

‘Of course I can’t answer for all our side,’’ said 
Mr. Tom, promptly. ‘“ You’d better come with me 
to-morrow and we ’ll talk it over with Colonel Fitzgerald 
and Mr. Mason. Idon’t bear malice. I think what you 
say 1s fair and right—if the settlement is strict. And 
if it came to be a question of interceding, there’s an old 
friend of ours, Sir George Stratherne, who, I know, 
knows the Vice-Chancellor very intimately ” 

‘“*My dear Sir!” the lawyer protested, with either 
real or affected horror, ‘do not breathe such a thing !— 
do not think of sucha thing. The duty of the Vice-Chan- 
cellor to his wards is of the extremest kind; his decisions 
are beyond suspicion; what we have got to say we must 
say in open court.” 

“But if they were to lock your son up in prison,” 
said Mr. Tom, with a gentle smile, “that couldn't pre- 
vent Sir George taking my sister to call on the Vice- 
Chancellor some afternoon at his‘own house. And 
Madge is rather pretty. And she might cry.” 

“Will you take a glass of wine, Mr. Beresford!” 
said the lawyer, effusively ; for he saw that he had quite 
won over Mr. Tom to his side. 

“No, thank you,” said the latter, rising; ‘“ I must 
apologise for interrupting your dinner. I’ll look up 
Colonel Fitzgerald and Mason to-morrow morning; and 
bring them along here most likely; that will be the 
simplest way. I suppose you are likely to know sooner 
than anyone where these two fugitives have got to?” 

“T think so. I have sent an advertisement to the 
morning papers. I shall certainly counsel my son to 
surrender at once and throw himself on the mercy of the 
Court. My dear Sir, I am exceedingly obliged to you 
for your kindness, your very great kindness, in calling.” 

“Oh, don’t mention it,’”’ said Mr. Tom, going to the 
door. And then he added, ruefully, “ Now I’ve got to 
go and hunt up my friend; and tell him that my own 
sister has jilted him. You've no idea what a treat that 
will be!” 


CHAPTER XXIII. 
AT LAST. 


He found Frank King in the little room in Cleveland-row, 
alone, sitting before the fire, a shut book on the small 
table beside him. 

“I’ve got bad news for you, King,” he said, bluntly. 
“T wish it hadn’t been my sister. But you know what 
women are. It’s better to have nothing at all to do 
with them.” : 

‘ But what is it?” Frank King said, with some alarm 
on his face. 

“Madge has bolted.” : 

‘ Madge has bolted?” the other repeated, staring at 
Mr. Tom in a bewildered sort of way. 

“Yes. Gone and married that fellow Hanbury. 
This morning. I’m very sorry I have to come to you 
with a story like that, about my own sister.” 

Mr. Tom was yery much surprised to find his friend 
jump up from the chair and seize him by the arm. 

‘Do you know this, Beresford,” he said, in great 
excitement, ‘you haye taken a millstone from my neck. 
I have been sitting wondering whether I shouldn’t cut 
my throat at once, or make off for Australia ’”?—— 

“Oh, come, I say!’’ interposed Mr. Tom, with a 
quick flush, 

“Oh, you needn’t think I have anything to say 
against your sister,” exclaimed his friend—on whose 
face there was a sudden and quite radiant gladness. 
“You don’t understand it at all, Beresford. It will 
take some explanation. But I assure you you could not 
have brought me pleasanter news; and yet I have nota 
word to say against your sister. I know that is a privilege 
you reserve for yourself , and quite right too.” 

It was manifestly clear that in King was not 
shamming satisfaction : not for many a day had his face 
looked so bright. 

“Well, I’m glad you take it that way,” said Mr. 
Tom. “I thought you would be cut up. Most fellows 
are; though they pretend not to be. I really do believe 
you’re rather glad that Madge has given you the slip.” 

“Sit down, Beresford, and I will tell you all about it. 
I proposed to your sister Anne years ago.” 

“To Nan? Why wasn’t I told?” 

“ These <a are not generally 


eached from the 
housetops. She refused me point-b 


; and I knew 


she was a girl who knew her own mind. Then I re- 


joined my ship; and remained mostly abroad for a long 
time. I fancied it would all blow over; but it didn’t ; 
I was harder hit than I thought; and then, you know, 
sailors are driven to think of bygone things. Well, you 
remember when I came home—when I met you in the 
street. I thought I should ‘like to have just another 
glimpse of Nan—of Miss Anne, I mean—before she 
married the parson. Do you remember my going into 
the drawing-room? Madge was there—the perfect 
image of Nan! Indeed, I thought at first she was Nan 
herself. And wasn’t it natural I should imagine the two 


little appeal. 


sisters must be alike in disposition too? And then, as 
it was hopeless about Nan, I fancied—I imagined—well, 
the truth is, I made a most confounded mistake, 
Beresford; and the only thing I have been thinking of, 
day and night, of late, was what was the proper and 
manly thing to do—whether to tell Madge frankly—or 
whether to say nothing, with the hope that after mar- 
riage it would all come right. And now you needn’t 
wonder at my being precious glad she has herself settled 
the affair; and there is not a human being in the world 
more heartily wishes her lifelong happiness than I do. 
And I wish to goodness I knew some way of letting her 
know that too.” 

Tom stretched out his legs—his hands were in his 
pockets—and said, contemplatively, 

“So you thought Madge was the same as Nan. I 
could have told you different, if you had asked me. You 
thought you could find another girl like Nan. If you 
want to try, you’ll have to step out. By the time 
you ’ve found her, the Wandering Jew ’ll be a fool com- 
pared to you. Girls like Nan don’t grow on every 
blackberry bush. 

“ T know that,” said Frank King, with a sigh. 

Then Mr. Tom looked at his watch. 

“I’m very hungry,” said he. ‘+ Have you dined ?” 

“No, I have not. I was going to walk along to the 
Club when you came in.” 

“Come with me to the Waterloo. You see, some- 
thing must be done about these two ninnies. He must 
get something to do; and set to work. The Baby has 
neyer been accustomed to live up a tree. She must 
have a proper house.” 

Frank King got his coat and hat; and they both 
went out. He was thinking of his own affairs mostly— 
and of this singular sense of relief that seemed to 
permeate him; Mr. Tom, on the other hand, was dis- 
cussing the various aspects of the elopement, more 
ater with regard to the Court of Chancery. 

ing dinner the two friends arrived at the conclusion 
that people penceally would look upon the affair as a 
harmless, or eyen humorous, escapade; and that the 
Court, seeing that the thing was done, would allow the 
young people to go their way, with a suitable 
admonition. 5 

This was not quite what happened, however. To 
begin with, there was a.clamour of contention and 
advice among guardians and_ friends ; there were 
anonymous appeals to the runaways in agony-columns ; 


there were futile attempts made to pacify the Court of 


Chancery. All the Beresfords came up to town, except 
Nan, who remained to look after the Brighton house. 
The chief difficulty of the moment was to discover the 
whereabouts of Mr. John Hanbury. That gentleman 
was coy; and wanted to find out something of what 
was likely to happen to him if he emerged from his 
hiding-place. At last it was conyeyed to him that he 
was only making matters worse; then he wrote from 
certain furnished apartments in a house on the south- 
west side of Regent’s Park ; finally, there was a series 
of business interviews, and it was arranged that on a 
particular day he should attend the Court and hear the 
decision of the Vice-Chancellor. 

On that fateful morning, poor Madge, her pretty 
eyes all bedimmed with tears, and her lips tremulous, 
was with her sisters and mother, in the rooms in 
Bruton-street ; the gentlemen only attended the Court. 
Jack Hanbury was looking exceedingly nervous and 
pale. And indeed when the case came on, and the 
Vice-Chancellor began to make certain observations, 
even Mr. Tom, whose care for the future of his sister 
had now quite overcome all his scorn for that fellow 
Hanbury, grew somewhat alarmed. The Court did not 
all appear inclined to take the free-and-easy view of the 
matter that had been anticipated. The Vice-Chancellor’s 
sentences, one after the other, seemed to become more 
and more severe, as he described the gross conduct and 
contempt of which this young man had been guilty. 
He deplored the condition of the law in England, 
which allowed persons to get married on the strength 
of false statements. He wound up his lecture, which 
had a conciseness and pertinence about it not often 
found in lectures, by the brief announcement that he 
should forthwith make an order committing Mr. John 
Hanbury to Holloway prison. 

There was an ominous silence for a brief second or 
so. Then the Court was addressed by Mr. Rupert— 
who was Mary Beresford’s husband, and a fairly well- 
known Q.C.—who made a very humble and touching 
He said he represented the relatives of 
the young lady; he was himself a near relative; and 
they were a inclined to beg his Lordship to take a 
merciful view of the case. ‘They did not think the 
young man, though he had acted most improperly, was 
inspired by mercenary motives. He was now in Court ; 
and was anxious to make the most profound apology. 
If his Lordship ‘ 

But at this moment his Lordship, by the slightest of 


“gestures, seemed to intimate that Mr. Rupert was only 


wasting time; and the end of it was that Mr. Jack 
Hanbury, after having heard a little more lecturing on 
the heinousness of his conduct, found himself under the 
charge of the tipstaff of the Court, with Holloway 
prison as his destination. It was not to be considered 
asa humorous escapade, after all. 

** Madge will have a fit,” said Mr. Tom, when they 
were outside again. ‘Some one must go and tell her. 
T shan’t.”’ 

“I knew he must be committed,” said Mr. Rupert 
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to the young man’s father. “There was no help for 
that; his contempt of Court was too heinous. Now 
the proper thing to do is to let him have a little dose of 
prison—the authority of the Court must be vindicated, 
naturally; and then we must have a definite scheme for 
the establishment of the young man in business before we 
beg the Court to reconsider the matter. I mean, you 
must name a sum; and it must be ready. And then 
there must be an understanding that Miss Beresford— 
T mean Mrs. Hanbury’s—small fortune shall be settled on 
herself.” 

‘My advice,” remarked Mr. Tom, “is that Madge 
She 


or whatever the po of the thing is. I think it’s 
deuced hard - Bie lock up a fellow for merely 


humbugging an old pi up in Kentish Town. Why 
shouldn’t peoples “married when they want to? 
Fancy haying to live three weeks in Kentish Town! I 


Duchess.” ; 

“Tam afraid,” said Mr. Rupert, drily, ‘“ that the 
Vice-Chancellor is too familiar with the sight of pretty 
damsels in distress. I think, Mr. Hanbury, if you can 
produce a deed of partnership with your friends in 
Southampton, that would be more likely to influence 
the Court. On our side weagree. And of course there 
must be a humble apology from the young man himself, 
We had better wait a week, or a fortnight, and then 
renew the application. I will go myself and tell the 
young lady what has happened.” 

Madge did not go into a fit at all; but what she did 
do was to decline positively to remain in Bruton-street. 
No; back she would go to the rooms that her dear 
Jack had taken for her. They might come to see her’ 
there if they liked ; but that was her home; it was 
her place as a wife to remain in the home that her 
husband had chosen for her. Madge did not ery as 
much as had been expected ; she was angry and indig- 
nant, and she said hard things about the condition of 
the law in England; and she had a vague belief that 
her brother Tom was a renegade and traitor and coward 
because he did not challenge the Vice-Chancellor to a 
duel on Calais sands. 

Nevertheless, in her enforced. widowhood, Madge 
found time to write the inclosed letter—nay, she went 
first of all to the trouble of walking down Baker- 
street until she came to a shop where she could get 
very pretty and nicely-scented note-paper for the 
purpose :— 


“Dear Frank,—Tom brought me yesterday your very 
manly and generous letter, and I must write and thank 
you for your kind wishes for my happiness. It’s dread- 
ful to think that persons should be shut up in prison, 
when everybody is agreed it is needless—merely to 
satisfy a form. You are very kind in what you say; 
you were always kind to me—kinder than I deserved. 
But I didn’t think you would mind very much my 
running away ; for I am sure you care far more for Nan 
than you ever cared for me; and now Edith declares 
that Nan has been in love with you all the time. I hear 
you haye been doing everything in your power towards 
getting poor Jack out of prison; and so I thought I 
would do you a good turn also. You might take this 
letter to Nan, and ask her if every word in it isn’t 
true—unless you think you’ve had enough of our family 
already. Dear Frank, I am so glad you forgive me; 
and when I get out of my present deep distress, I hope 
you will come and see us; and be like old friends. 

“ Yours sincerely, Mapcr Hanpury.” 


At this present moment Captain King, as_ they still 
call him (for all these things happened not so long ago), 
considers this letter the most valuable he ever received. 
Not any message from home announcing to the schoolboy 
» that a hamper would speedily arrive; not any com- 
munication from the Admiralty after he had arrived at 
man’s estate; nay, not any one of Nan’s numerous love- 
letters—witty, and tender, and clever, as these were— 
had for him anything like the gigantic importance of 
this letter. It is needless to say that, very shortly after 
the receipt of it, and without saying a word to anybody, 
he slipped down to Brighton, and got a room at the 
Norfolk. 

It was so strange to think that Nan was a little way 
along there; and that there was still a chance that that 
same Nan—the wonder of the world with whose going 
away from him the worldhad got quite altered somehow— 
might still be his! It bewildered him as yet. ‘To think of 
Nan at Kingscourt !—her presence filling the house with 
sunlight ; charming everybody with her quiet, humorous 
ways, and her self-possession, and her sweetness, and 
the faithfulness of her frank, clear eyes! And all his 
thinking came back to the one point. This was now 
Nan herself he had a chance of winning; not any 
imaginary Nan; not any substitute; not any vision to 
be wavering this way and that; but the very Nan 
herself. And if it was true—if the real Nan, after all, 
was to go hand-in-hand through life with him—where, 
of all the places in the world, should they first go to 
together? To that far-away inn at Spliigen, surely! 
Now it would be his own Nan who would sit at the 
small table; and laugh with her shining, clear eyes. She 
would walk with-him up the steep Pass; the sunlight 
on her pink cheeks; he would hear the chirp of her 
boots on the wet snow. 


Amid all this wild whirl of hope and doubt and delight-. 


fulassurance it was hard to have to wait for an opportunity 


destination. 


of speaking to Nan alone. He would not go to the 
house, lest there should be visitors or some one staying 
there ; he would rather catch Nan on one of her pil- 
grimages in the country or along the downs, with 
solitude and silence to aid him in his prayer. But that 
chance seemed far off. He watched for Nan in- 
cessantly; and his sharp sailor’s eyes followed her 
keenly, while he kept at a considerable distance.. But 
Nan seemed to be very busy at this time. Again and 
again he was tempted to speak to her as she came out of 
this or that, or when he saw her carrying an armful of 
toys into some small back street. But he was afraid. 
There was so much to win; so much to lose. He 
guessed that sooner or later the vagrant blood in Nan 
would drive her to seek the solitariness of the high cliffs 
over the sea. 

It turned out differently, however. One squally 
and stormy morning he saw her leave the house, her 
ulster buttoned up, her hat well down over her brows. 
He let her pass the hotel, and slipped out afterwards. 
By-and-by she turned up into the town, and finally 
entered a stationer’s shop, where there was a public 
library. No doubt she had merely come to order some 
books, he said to himself, down-heartedly, and would go 
straight back again. 

Howeyer, on coming out, he noticed her glance up 
at the driven sky, where the clouds were breaking here 
and there. Then she went down Hast-street towards 
the sea. Then she passed the Aquarium by the lower 
road, This he could not understand at all,as she generally 
kept to the cliffs. 

He soon discovered her intention. There was a heavy 
sea rolling in; and she had always a great delight in 
watching the big waves come swinging by the head of 
the Chain Pier. That, indeed, turned out to be her 
When he had seen the slight, girlish- 
looking figure well away out there, he also went on the 
Pier, and followed. 5 

It is needless to say that there was not a human 
being out there at the end. Tags and rags of flying 
clouds were sending showers of rain spinning across ; 
between them great bursts of sunlight flooded the sea ; 
and the vast green masses of water shone as they broke 
on the wooden piles and thundered on below. -When 
he reached the head of the Pier, he found that Nan, who 
fancied herself entirely alone, was resting her two 
elbows on the bar, and so holding on her hat, as she 
looked down on the mighty volumes of water that broke 
and rushed roaring below. 

He-touched hex on the shoulder; she jumped up 
with a start, and “tured, growing a little pale as she 
confronted him. He, also,shad an apprehensive look in 
his eyes—perhaps it was that that frightened her. 

“Nothing has happened to Madge?” she said, 
quickly. 

“No. But come over there to the shelter. I wish 
to show you a letter she has written.” 

A few steps brought them toa sudden silence ; it 
was like stepping from the outer air into a diving-bell. 

**Nan, I want you to read this letter, and tell me if 
it is true.” 

He gave it her; she read it; then slowly, very 
slowly, the one hand holding the letter dropped, and she 
stood there silent, her eyes downcast. 

“Nan, I have loved you since the very first night I 
ever saw you. I tried to make believe that Madge was 
you; Madge herself has saved us from what might have 
happened. through that desperate mistake. And you, 
Nan—you are free now—there is no one in the way—is 
it true what Edith says?” 

“It isn’t quite true,” said Nan, in a very low voice; 
and her fingers were making sad work with Madge’s 
letter. ‘I mean—if she means—what you can say— 
since the very first night that we met. But I think at 
least—it is true—since’’—and here Nan looked up at 
him with her faithful eyes, and in them there was some- 
thing that was neither laughing nor crying, but was 
strangely near to both—* since—since ever we parted 
at Como!” 


CHAPTER XXIV. 
“ BRING HOME THE BRIDE sO FAIR!” 


* Poor Jack!” that was all Madge’s cry. She did not 
care what arrangement was being got up by the parents 
and guardians interested. She did not want her fortune 
settled on herself. ‘To her it did not matter whether 
the brewery was in Southampton or in Jerusalem. All 
her piteous appeal was that her dear Jack should be got 
out of prison; and the opinion that she had formed 
of the gross tyranny, and cruelty, and obstinacy of 
English law was of a character that dare not be set forth 
here. - 

“What is the use of it?’’ she would say. ‘ What 
good can it do except to keep people miserable ?” 

“My dear child,” the sighing and sorely-troubled 
mother would answer, “the Vice-Chancellor has admitted 
that it can do no good. But the authority of the Court 
must be vindicated ’? —— 

“It is nothing but a mean and contemptible 
revenge!’”’ exclaimed Madge. 

Howeyer, Mr. Tom took a much more cool and 
business-like view of the matter. 

“When he is let out,’ he remarked, “I hope the 
Vice-Chancellor will make the other side pay the costs 
of all these applications and proceedings. t don’t see 
why we should pay, simply because Jack Hanbury went 
and made an ass of himself.” 


“T beg you to remember that you are speaking of 
my husband !”’ said Madge, with a sudden fierceness. 

‘Oh, well, but didn’t he?’ Mr. Tom said. ‘ What 
was the use of bolting like that, when he knew he must be 
laid by the heels? Why didn’t he go to his father and 
uncle to begin with, and get them to make this arrange- 
ment they have now, and then have gone to the chief 
clerk and showed him that there was no objection any- 
where ”’ 

“It was because you were all against him,” said poor 
Madge, beginning to cry. ‘ Everybody—everybody. 
And now he may be shut up there for a whole year—or 
two years ” 

“Oh, but he isn’t so badly off,’ said Mr. Tom, 
soothingly. ‘“ You can see they treat him very well. 
By Jingo, if it was the treadmill, now—that would 
exercise his toes for him. I tried it once in York Castle; 
and I can tell you when you find this thing pawing at 
you over your head it’s like an elephant haying a game 
with you. Never mind, Madge. Don’t ery. Look 
here ; I’ll bet you five sovereigns to one that they let 
him out on the next application—that’s for Thursday. 
Are you on?”’ 

“Do you mean it?” she said, looking up. 

sgl a 

It was wonderful how quickly the light came into 
her face. , 

“Then there is a chance?” she said. ‘I can’t 
believe the others ; for they are only trying to comfort 
me. But if you would bet on it, Tom—then there’s 
really a chance.”’ 

* Bet’s off. You should have snapped at it, Madge. 
Never mind, you’ll have your dear Jack: that’ll do 
instead.” 

That afternoon Mary Beresford, now Mrs. Rupert, 
called, and Mr. Tom, with much dignity of manner, 
came into the room holding an open letter in his hand, 

‘Ladies and gentlemen,” he said, ‘and friends 
assembled, I have a piece of newsfor you. Mr. Francis 
Holford King, late Commander in Her Majesty’s Navy, 
has just contracted a—what d’ye call it ?—kind of 
engagement “with Miss Anne Beresford of that ilk. It 
strikes me this is what is termed consolation-stakes” 

«There you are quite wrong,’ said Madge, promptly, 
and cheerfully. ‘‘ He meant tomake me the consolation- 
stakes; for it was Nan that he wanted to marry all the 
way through.” ‘ 

** Well, I shall be glad to see you all married,” said 
Tom. ‘I’ve had enough bother with you.” 

“You look quite worn out,’ his eldest sister 
remarked. 

“ At least,’ he said, sitting down in an easy-chair 
and stretching out his legs, ‘at least I have gained 
some wisdom. I see the puzzlement you girls are in 
who haven’t got to earn your own living. You don’t 
know what on earth to do with yourselves. You read 
Ruskin, and think you should be earnest; but you don’t 
know what to be earnest about. Then you take to 
improving your mind; and cram your head full of 
earth-currents, and equinoxes, and eclipses of the moon. 
But what does it all come to? You can’t do anything 
with it. Even if you could come and tell me that a 
lime-burner in Jupiter has thrown his wig into the fire 
and so altered the spectrum, what’s that tome? Then 
you have a go at philanthropy—that’s more practical ; 
Sunday-school teaching, mending children’s clothes, 
doing for other people what they ought to do for them- 
selves, and generally’ cultivating pauperism. Then, lo 
and behold! in the middle of all this there comes by a 
good-looking young fellow ; and phew! all your grand 
ideas are off like smoke; and it’s all ‘ Dear Jack !’ and 
‘ Dear Alfred!’ and‘I’ll go to the ends of the earth with 
my sodger laddie!’ Oh, I know what life is. I see you 
girls begin with all your fine ideas, and reading up, and 
earnestness ”” 

““T suppose, then, there is no such thing as the 
formation of character,” said his eldest sister, calmly. 

“ The formation of character!” exclaimed Mr. Tom. 
“Out of books? Why, the only one among you who 
has any character worth mentioning is Nan. Do you 
think she got it out of books? No,she didn’t. She got 
it—she got it”’ 

Here Mr. Tom paused for a second; but only to 
make a wilder dash. ; 

“* out of the sunlight! There’s a grand poetical 
idea for you. Nan has been more in the open than any 
of you; and the sunlight has filled her brain, and her 
mind, and her disposition altogether” 

«T presume that also accounts for the redness of her 
hair ?” said Mrs. Rupert. 

Tom rose to his feet. There was an air of resignation 
on his face as he left theroom. He said, half to himself, 

“Well, Nature was right in making me a man. I 
couldn’t have mustered up half enough spite to make a 
passable woman.” 

Now, the end of the Madge and Jack episode was in 
this wise. On the second application, the Vice-Chan- 
cellor flatly refused to release the young man from 
prison. His gross offence had not yet been purged. It 
was quite true, his Lordship admitted, that the young 
lady and the guardians and relatives on both sides were 
also sharing in this punishment ; and it was unfortunate. 
Moreover, arrangements had now been made which 
seemed to render the marriage a perfectly eligible one, 
if only it had been properly brought about. Nevertheless 
the Court could not overlook the young man’s conduct ; 
in prison he was; and in prison he must remain. 

More tears on the part of Madge. More advice from 
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Mr. Tom that she should go and plead with the Vice-Chancellor herself; 
he was sure her pretty, weeping eyes would soften the flintiest heart. 
Correspondence addressed by ( ‘aptain Frank King to Admiral Sir George 
Stratherne, K.C.B., containing suggestions not in consonance with the 
lofty integrity of British courts of law. 

Then, at last, the Vice-Chancellor relented. Mr. Hanbury had given 
an undertaking to execute any settlement the Court might think fit with 
regard to the young lady’s property. Then he must pay all costs of the 
proceedings, likewise the guardians’ costs, . This. being so, his Lordship 
was disposed to take a mererful view of the case; and would make an 
order discharging the young man from prison. 

Oh, Jack,” poor Madge exclaimed, when he was restored to her, 
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“She has brought it on herself,” he said, roughly. ‘“One came forward to meet him.’ 
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“shall I ever forget what you have ‘suffered for my 
sake!” ie 

Jack looked rather foolish; among .all these people ; 
but at last he plucked up courage, .and wentiand made 
a straightforward apology to Lady Beresford:;,and-said 
he hoped this piece of folly would soon be forgotten ; 
and that Madge would be happy after all. ‘The: sisters 
were disposed to pet him. Tom tolerated him a little. 
Then there was a general bustle; for they were all 
(including Frank King) going down again to Brighton ; 
and they a large party. , 

How élear the air and the sunlight were after the 
close atmosphere of London! The shining sea—the 


fresh breeze blowing in—the busy brightness and cheer- © 


fulness of the King’s-road—it all seemed new and 
delightful again! And of course amidst the general 
clamour and commotion of getting into the house, who 
was to take much notice of Nan, or watch her self 
conscious shyness, or regard the manner in which she 
received Frank King after his. absence? You see, Nan 
was always wanted to do things, or fetch things, or send 


for things. “She’s a house-keeperish kind of young ~ 


party,” Tom used to say of her, when he had coolly 
sent her to look out his shooting-boots. 

The Spring-time was come: not only was the sun- 
shine clearer, and the wind from the sea softer and 
fresher, but human nature, also, grew conscious of 
vague anticipations and an indefinable delight. Flowers 
from the sheltered valleys behind the downs began to 
appear in the streets. ‘The year was opening; soon the 
colours of the summer would be shining oyer the land. 

* Nan-nie,” said Frank King to her who was on 
most occasions now his only and dear companion, as 
they were walking along one of the country ways, 
“don’t you think June is a'good month to get married 
in?” 

“Frank, dear,” she said, “I haven’t had much 
experience.” 

““ Now, look here, Nan,’’ he said—the others were a 
long way ahead, and he could scold her as he liked. 
* You may have some strong points—wisdom, perhaps— 
and a capacity for extracting money out of people for 
life-boats—and a knack of boxing the ears of small 
boys whom you find shying stones at sparrows—I say 
you may have your strong points; but flippancy isn’t 
one of them. And this is a very serious matter.” 

“TI know it is,” said Nan, demurely. ‘ And far 
more serious than you imagine. For, do you know, 
Frank, that the moment I get married I shall cease to 
be responsible for the direction of my own life alto- 
gether. You alone will be responsible. Whatever you 
say I should do, I will do; what you say I must think, 
or believe, or try for, that will be my guide. Don’t 
you know that I have been trying all my life to get rid 
of the responsibility of deciding for myself? I nearly 
ended—like such a lot of people !—in ‘ going over to 
the Church.’ Oh, Frank,’ she said, “I think if it 
hadn’t been for you I should haye married a clergyman, 
and been good.” 

She laughed a little, soft, low laugh; and continued: 

“No, I think that never could have happened. But 


I should have done something—gone into one of those © 


visiting sisterhoods, or got trained as a nurse—you 
don’t know what a good hospital nurse you ipoile in 
me. However, now that is not my business. Undine 
got a soul when she married; I give up mine. I shall 
efface myself. It’s you who have to tell me what to 
think, and believe, and try to do.” . 

“ Very well,” said he. “I shall begin by advising 
you to give up cultivating the acquaintance of tinkers 


and gypsies; and first of all to resolve not to speak 
again to Singing Sal.” 

“ Oh, but that’s foolish—that is unnecessary !’’ she 
said, promptly ; and he burst out laughing. 

“ Here we are at the outset!” he said. ‘ But don’t 
you think, Nan-nie, you might ‘Jet things go on as they 
are? You haven’t done so badly, after all. Do you 
know that people don’t altogether detest you? Some 
of them would even say that you made the world a little 
brighter and pleasanter for those around you; and that 
is always something.” 

“ But it’s so little,” said Nan. ‘“ And—and I had 
thought of—of I don’t know what, I believe—in that 
Cathedral at Lucerne—and now I am going to do just 
like everybody else. It’s rather sneaky.” 

“What is?” he asked. ‘To be a good woman?” 

“Oh, you are not philosophical,’ she said. ‘And 
me—me too. My brain, what there was of it, is clean 
gone; my heart has got complete mastery. It is really 
ludicrous that my highest ambition, and my highest 
delight, should be to be able to say ‘I love you,’ and to 
go on saying it any number of times. But then, dear 
Frank; when all thissnonsens@*is over between us, then 
we will set to work and try and do some good. There 
must bé something for us to do in-the world.” 

“Oh, yes, no doubt,” he said, “and do you know 
when I think this nonsenseavillobe over between you and 
me Nan ?—when you an & lying dead together in 
Kingscourt churchyard.’ Nerateae 


* 
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She. touched his hand with her hand—for a moment. 
“And perhaps not eyen then, Frank.” 


Well, it was a double wedding, after all; and Mr. 
Roberts was determined that it should be memorable in 
Brighton, if music, and flowers, and public charities 
would serve. Then Mr. and Mrs. Jack Hanbury were 
to come along from Southampton; and Mr. Jacomb had, 
in the most frank and manly fashion, himself askec. 
permission to assist at the marriage ceremony. ‘There 
were, of course, many presents; two of which were 
especially grateful to Nan. The first was a dragon-fly 
in rubies and diamonds, the box inclosing which was 
wrapped round by a sheet of note-paper em | 
belonging to her Majesty and hailing from Whitehall. 
These were the words scrawled on the sheet of paper :~ 


“ This is for the wedding of the BeavriruL Wretcn, 
who has now completed the list of her atrocities by jilting 
her oldest sweetheart.—G. S.” 


The second present that was particularly prized by 
Nan carries us on to the wedding-day. It was one of 
the clearest of clear June days; a fresh southerly wind 
tempering the heat; there was scarcely a cloud in the 
blue. How these rumours get about it is impossible to 
say ; but a good many people seemed to have discovered 
that there was to be a double wedding; and there was 
an unusual crowd about the entrance to the church 
and along both sides of the roofed portico. Among 
these people was one who attracted a little mild polite 
curiosity. She was a country-looking, fresh-complexioned 
young woman, who was smartly dressed and trim as to 
ribbons and sich things ; and she heldin her hand abasket 
of fairly good size and of fancy wicker-work. And this 
basket, those nearest her could see, held nothing else than 
amass of wild roses, all with the thorns carefully removed 
from the stems, and set in a bed of moss and sweet- 
brier leaves. It was such a bouquet, surely, as had 
neyer been presented to a bride before—if, indeed, it 
was intended for the bride. 

That was soon to be seen. The great organ was still 
pealing out Mendelssohn’s ‘* Wedding March” (Mr. Tom 
had offered to give £10 to the poor-box of the choir if 
the choristers would play instead the Swedish “ Bring 
home the bride so fair!”’—forgetting that there 
were two brides, and that Edith was dark) when the 
first of the bridal proéession came along, Edith and her 
husband and her bridesmaids. Then came Nan. As 
she was passing, the fresh-coloured wench timidly 
stepped forward and offered her the basket of wild-roses. 
Nan'stopped; glanced at her, and recognised her; and 
then, to the wonder of the crowd, they saw the young 
bride take the basket with her trembling white-gloved 
fingers, while the other hand was boldly put forward to 
shake hands with the country lass. Singing Sal was 
greatly taken aback; but she took Nan’s hand for the 
briefest second, and managed* to say something quite 
incoherent about “long life and happiness, Miss—I beg 
your pardon, Miss—Ma’am;”’ and then the gleaming 
procession passed on. 

Nan was very proud of that basket of wild flowers. 
She would not part with it. She had it placed before 
her on the table when all the people had assembled and 
sate down. And perhaps there was one there who, look- 
ing alternately at the bright-eyed bride who sate beside 
him, and at that basket of wild-roses, red, and white, 
and pink, and whitish-red and whitish-pink, may have 
said to himself that there was no red one there half so 
red as her lips, and no white one half so white as her 
clear and shining sou) 
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FROM THE 
‘BON GAULTIER” BALLADS, 


>{S the youthful Paris presses 
Helen to his ivory breast, 
Sporting with her golden tresses, 
Close and eyer closer pressed. 
a said: “So let me quaff the nectar, 
Which thy lips of ruby yield; 
Glory I can give to Hector, 
Gathered in the tented field. 


ft yee me eyer gaze upon thee, 
Look into thine eyes so deep ; 
With a daring hand I won thee, 
With a faithful heart I’ll keep. 
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“fF (h) my Helen, thou bright wonder, 
Who was ever like to thee? 
Jove would lay aside his thunder, 
So he might be blest like me. 


% a mine eyes so fondly linger 
On thy soft and pearly skin, 
Scan each round and rosy finger, 
Drinking draughts of beauty in! 


« LL me whence thy beauty, fairest ; 
Whence thy cheeks’ enchanting bloom ? 
Whence the rosy hue thou wearest, 
Breathing round thee rich perfume?” 


HUS he spoke with heart that panted, 
Clasped her fondly to his side, 
Gazed on her with look enchanted, 
While bis Helen thus replied: 


“ 4)E no diseord, love, between us, 
If I not the secret tell! 
’Twas a gift I had from Venus— 
Venus who hath loved me’ well. 


‘5 AND she told me as she gave it, 
int Let not e’er the charm be known, 
O'er thy person freely lave it, 

Only when thou art alone.’ 


ps os inclosed in yonder casket— 

_ © Here behold its golden key ; 

But its name—love, do not ask it, 
Tell’t I may not e’en to thee!” 


ONG with vow and kiss he plied her. 
Still the secret did she keep, 
Till at length he sank beside her, 
Seemed as he had dropped asleep. 
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SOON was Helen laid in slumber, 
When her Paris, rising slow, 
Did his fair neck disencumber 
From her rounded arms of snow; 


Q HEN, her heedless fingers oping, 
Takes the key and steals away 
- To the ebon table groping, 
Where the wondrous casket lay; _ 


GfAGERLY the lid uncloses, 
Sees within it, laid aslope, 
Fragrant of the sweetest Roses, 
’ Cakes of PEARS’ Transparent Soap ! 
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THE “QUEEN ANNE 

TEA AND BREAKFAST SERVICES. 

OETZMANN and CO.’S New Registered 
Design, the “QUEEN YN EF,” manu- 
factured at the ROYAL LAIN 
WORKS, WORCESTER, exclusi i 
O. and CO., 18 most artistic in shape, ¢ n, 
and colourings, and of the high quality and 
finish for which these celebrated Works ure 
noted, whilst the prices are no higher than 
are often charged tor lower qualities. 

TEA SERVICE of 28 Pieces, in New 
Brown, Blue, Pink, or Green, with Bur- 
nished Gold Lines and Edges, £1 1s, Coloured 
Illustrations forwarded post-free on appli- 
cation. To those who have no. decided 
pretenses as to colour we advise the New 
srown ; it never fails to please, and the eye 
never tires of its soft, subdued tone. “A 
small specimen Cup and Saucer in any of the above colours forwarded, safely 
packed and post-free, on receipt of 15 stampa. 

» “QUEEN INR? : 


“THE LANDSEER.” 
Tho subjects are varied in the Service, 


o4 Pieces .. +, £1128, Ad. 
OIG, Sk ee ORL, , ; 
= FON a ia ig A A DINNER vus....5, 4/d. cach. 


= i in A Large Stock of DINNER SERV OES, fr . Sd. 5 S. ra- 
CHIPPENDALE CLOCK, tions post-tree on application. ee an me SNe £12 2, Tilnatre 


WEDGWOOD'S “MELROSE.” 


ne N ANNE” SERVICES being very suitable for a present, a in 
. and CO. will forward them, safely packed and CARRIAGE PAID, to any [MITATI Dark Blue and White, Single Set... 10s, 6d. 5 sase, with MIN TON'S, WEDG WOOD'S, ROYAL 
Re ee ee ee avy Vases Maude Beans oni vory-tinted Ware, 12s 6. Bhouzey ial et a ; 6 WORCESTER, and CROWN DERBY Dinner, 


Dessert, Tea and Breakfast Services in great 


ot New Designs variety. 


in BARLY ENGLISH 
CLOCKS, trom 31s, 6d, to 20-gs. 


large Stuck of Toilet Services, from 3s. per Sct. 
12in, high, 4s. 114. each, * MFB® Stoc < et SAN 
16in. ,, (78. 1d, 5. 


‘ 
A 


ey 
@ 


HAND.OM3S WALNUT 
MUSIC-STOOL, 


with Patent Metallic 
Screw, upholstered in a 
superior manner and 
covered with best Leather, 
2is. No extra charge for 


THE IMPERIAL EASY-CHAIR. Monnting Nee 


GERMAN COUCH, 


Stuffed with Hair, very soft Spring Head 
and Seat. £5 6s, 


ework, 
Spring Seat. very comfortable .. £4 45. OdL Alarge variety of Music 
Ditto’ in best Leather «ss (sc 41Ger etc: eBooks ine Mbuck, tain BLACK AND GOLD 
Ditto, in Morocco 3 ee po det THO. 12s. 6d. euch. OR WALNUT AND GOLD 


DECORATED BRACKET, THE SPANISH EASY-CHAIR, 
with two Shelves, Bevelled Edge, Upholstered with Hair, and finished in the 
Glass Baek, 18in. by 2ft. Tin. best manner, £2 1s. Mounting Needlework 
high, £1 lls. 6d, extra, 


HANDSOME CHIP- 
PENDALE CORNER 
BRACKET, 
with Four _ Beyelled 
Plates, 3ft. 2in~ high, 

£1 &s. Gd. 


OVAL 
TRAVELLING BATH. 
With Cover, Hasp, and 


No, 3 LUXURIO3UM. 
6 ft. across, with walls all round for 
bathing or camping out. 
In G eran nat Cloth 31s, ao. 
- ud, 


In Striped Tent Cloth Strap, 
No. 2 ditto, so half wa P Sih = 
THE PRINCE OF WALES Waterproof Cloth, 25s. 6¢ riper 
7 Cloth, 31s. 6d. INLAID WALNUT 
LADY’S EASY-CHAIR. 1 ditto, without walls :—Grey SALIVARIUM, 6s. 94 
Very comfortable. s. Od. Waterproof Cloth, 19s. 6d. ; Striped : ’ af ed 
Superior ditto, all hair, 30s. ¢d. Cloth, 22s. 6d. A variety of Patterns in Stock, 


in Walnut, Oak. or 
Mahogany.4s. lid., 


Superior ditto,with beaded 
rim, and Lock and, Straps 


is. Od., 6s. Od., 
98. 90., 128. 6d., 
18s. 


No extra charge 
for Mounting 
Needlework. 


Every description of Bi 


HANDSOME EARLY ENGLISH EBONIZED CABINZT, kept in stock. 


; i , 2 IS TR, 12s. Gd. 
ic ecorat 7 78.: 4 ft. Gin... £10 10s.. Sit, £13 13s. WICKER CHA'R, Ad. 
Richly mene Os ote Posterns ‘always in Stock. 5 Ebonizing, 3s: 6d, extra. Cushions for ditto, from 8s. 6d. 


MANTEL BOARDS, 


Straight or shaped, covered in fine Cloth or Velvet, with fzinge and Fancy Gilt Studs 
or with handsomely-shaped Valance, from 10s. 6d. each. Also with pelmettes, und Curtains. 
Mounting Needlework extra, 

LADIES’ NEEDLEWORK tastefully mounted and adapted to any articles of Furniture. 
Sheets of Mlustraucns, with prices, sent post-free, and Special Designs submitted for 
approval if desired. . 


HANDSOME EBONIZED AND ORMOULU-MOUNTED FENDER STOOL, 25s. 
Fender Stools, straight or shaped,in Walnut, Mahogany, or Oak, Plain or Inlaid, 
trom 15s. _Handsome Early English ditto, trom 21s, No extra charge for 
Mounting Needlework, 


EBONIZED 
EARLY ENGLISH TABLES. | 


2 ft. = os “7 . . £1 Ids, Od. 
2 ft. 6in, aie wae bo Sed. owe tee LAY 
2 ft. 9in. awk Wie PRR as bene ee Oe 
sf + 3 Bs. 0d 


EBONIZED FLOWER STAND, 8 tt. 6 in. Pent hd ee ne pe 
with Japanned Tin Lining, 

2tt.Gin.long, ..  ..  .. 21s. 0d. 
Ebonized amd Gold ditto -. 478, 6d, 


A large variety of Wicker Goods in Stock. 


EARLY ENGLISH EBONIZED Pa 

: CABINET, 
with Handsomely Decorated Panels, 
1ft. 10in, walle Dag ft. din, high, 


BLACK AND BLACK AND 
GOLD GOLD 
JARDINIERES, JARDINIERES, 
with China Pots, with China Pots, 
From 8s. 9d. to 15s. 9d. From 15s. 8d. to25s. fd. 


| i 
ANDSOME BLACK AND GOLD GLASS, 
with Shelves, Best Plates, 4 ft. 6in. wide by 4ft-high, £2 17s. 6d. 


ANASOE SOA SONS 
ISCUTASIAMASNA OSSD 
ARIS SOMOS IES 

are) 


SUPERIOR WALNUT 


WALNUT, BIRCH, OR 


af NS 


EARLY ENGLISH CANTERBURY . — 8 HANDSOME EBONIZED AND GILT EARLY ENGLISH 
2 it Be GARDEN OR BEACH FOLDING BERLIN BLACK CURB. FENDER, for Tile Hearths, any length, £1 5s. 6d. on DAVENPORT 
ceniaaer <4 A large variety of other designs, Black, Black and Brass, Black and $ OCCASIONAL TABLE, : 
With Drawer .. °.. TER ne. ad. CHAIR, ‘ are 4 iy ot eee esigns, Black, Black and Brass, Black an Steel, 5s. od ; Morocco Top, any Colour, 5 guineas. 
Black and Gold ditto 3 Iie, 6d ith C a a rass, Marble, ickel lated, &c., trom £1 1s. to £8 88. Fire lrons, from lis. 9d. fs ’ ’ 
++ ee 3 188, 6d, with Carpet Seat, 2s. 6d, 13s. 94, to £5 15s, 6dé per Set. Fire Tron Rests, from 8%. 6d, to £5 5s. per pair. Ebonized and Gold ditto, 18s. 9d, A large variety. of Davenportsin Stock, from 63s. to 16 guineas, 


“ORDERS PER Post RECEIVE PROMPT AND FAITHFUL ATTENTION IN THE SELECTION. DESCRIPTIVE CATALOGUE POST-FREE. 
IN ORDERING ANY OF THE ABOVE ARTICLES IT IS NOT NECESSARY. TO CUT THE PAPER; MENTIONING THE “ILLUSTRATED LONDON NEWS” WILL BE SUFFICIENT, 
HOUSES TO BE LET OR SOLD, TOWN AND COUNTRY; PARTICULARS FREE ON APPLICATION, REMOVALS BY ROAD, RAIL, OR SEA, ESTIMATES FREE, — 


OETZMANN AS Oc... HA MPSTEAD-ROAD LONDON. PERSONS RESIDING IN FOREIGN COUNTRIES AND THE COLONIES WILL 


FIND GREAT ADVANTAGES BY IN'TRUSTING THELR ORDERS TO 0. & CO, 
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